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CANTO  I 

CLIME  of  departed  glories  !    lo,  afar 
I  hail  the  welcome  of  embowered  isles  ! 
Pale    mountain'd,    o'er    the    ocean    like    a    star, 
Each  from  its  purple  mantle  dimly  smiles ; 
And  for  a  time  my  wearied  glance  beguiles  ; 
Now  on  the  cliff  the  gleaming  tomb  behold, 
Far  on  the  tide  its  nameless  shadow  piles, 
Its  mingling  tints,  its  long  descending  fold, 
Till  shivered  into  foam  when  the  blue  wave  hath 
roUed. 

And  such  thou  art,  a  shadow  of  thyself, 
A  shiver'd  mem'ry  of  thy  former  days  : 
Lo  !    crowns  yon  hill,  and  many  a  mountain  shelf, 
The  ruined  temple's  desolated  maze — 
Alas,  have  creeds  a  temporary  blaze  ? 
Like  those  who  made  them,  eddying  to  their  doom 
Beyond  the  eloquence  of  pride  or  praise, 
Or  scorn  ? — behold,  within  the  dusty  gloom 
Remains  but  scattered  dust,  the  wreckage  of  the 
tomb  ! 
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Oh  dost  thou  see,  for  ever  brightly  spread, 
Isles  of  the  East  encradled  on  the  wave  ! 
Where  once  the  mighty  trod,  behold  the  dead  ! 
Where  warriors  worshipp'd,  lo,  the  crouching  slave  ! 
O'er  the  rent  pillar,  lo  !    the  billows  lave 
Caressing  as  a  thing  they  loved  of  old — 
The  Shrine  is  fallen  that  crown'd  the  hero's  grave  : 
Thy  pomp  is  vanished,  wither'd  or  grown  cold  ; 
And  from  the  urn  is  washed  thy  consecrated  mould. 

Oh  sister  islands  of  the  Eastern  wave, 
What  rugged  shores  embound  each  fair  domain  ! 
But  here  kind  Nature  decks  the  laughing  lave 
Of  the  blue  billows,  loverlike  nor  vain — 
There  every  steep  its  whisp'ring  groves  sustain  ; 
There  o'er  the  darkest  foliage  brightly  set, 
Like  star-fires  burning  o'er  the  dusky  main, 
Behold  each  sacred,  solitary  jet, 
Far  spread  the  sparkling  dome,  the  lighted  minaret ! 
***** 

The  Sun  God  hath  faded  ;    the  noonday  is  o'er — 
Tambourgi  'tis  eve  on  the  wave-beaten  shore  ! 
The  star  of  the  night-time  is  brightening  on  high  ; 
The  Spirit  of  daylight  is  breathing  a  sigh, 
Long  drawn  in  the  brightness  that  cradles  the  west ; 
O'er  the  turrets  of  Heila  the  woods  and  the  crest 
Of  the  mountains  in  garments  of  crimson  are  drest, 
As  the  sun  sinketh  down  to  the  bowers  of  his  rest. 
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The  Voice  of  the  battle  hath  died  on  the  breeze 
That  kisses  and  ruffles  the  blue  of  the  seas ; 
The  song  of  the  bird  from  its  evergreen  bowers 
Is  stilFd  on  the  breath  of  the  jessamine  flowers ; 
The  sound  of  the  tambour  is  heard  on  the  hill ; 
The  cry  of  the  Muzzin  is  chaunting  and  shrill ; 
The  World  is  awaiting  for  darkness  and  sleep  ; 
The  fisher  is  singing  himself  on  the  deep  : 
On  turret  and  rampart  a  flashing  is  seen, 
A  song  in  the  bower  where  the  sleeper  hath  been  ; 
On  the  shores  of  the  Island  a  roseate  gleam, 
A  fairy-like  beauty  on  valley  and  stream — 
O  Peri  of  Ocean  !    as  bright  as  a  dream 
Thy  slumber  hath  wove  of  the  Land  of  the  Blest, 
The  flowers  of  its  valleys,  the  bowers  of  its  rest 
Is  the  clime  where  the  islands  of  ocean  are  seen, 
Engirdled  with  sapphire,  in  garments  of  green, 
Like  posies  of  Eden  where  Houri  have  been  ! 


Why  gleam  the  lights  from  yonder  tower  ? 

What  sounds  are  borne  across  the  sea  ? 

This  is  the  Christian's  festal  hour, 

And  those  the  notes  of  revelry. 

Now  high  the  sounds  are  borne  along 

In  martial  anthem  wild  and  strong, 

Now  low  the  cadence  falls ; 

Tells  of  the  warrior's  ghastly  bier, 

His  shatter'd  crest  and  broken  spear, 
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And  dies  amid  the  halls ; 
And  in  its  plaintive  wailing  calls, 
A  prayer  for  the  forgotten  brave, 
A  tear  upon  the  warrior's  grave. 

But  now  the  martial  strain  is  chang'd, 
And  louder  swell  the  notes  of  war  ; 
Now  are  opposing  armies  ranged, 
Rank  upon  rank  extending  far  ; 
Now  the  wild  shout,  the  rushing  charge, 
The  crash  of  spears,  the  clang  of  targe ; 
The  shriek,  the  groan,  the  mortal  strife 
Of  those  who  clasp  for  death  or  life  ; 
And  thrust  is  given,  and  arrow  sped, 
And  all  are  demons  save  the  dead. 

Then  the  wild  shout  of  triumph  won, 
And  the  red  work  of  death  begun  ; 
While  the  pursuit  and  scatter'd  rout 
Recede  beyond  the  range  of  shout, 
Save  where  a  wilder  shriek  is  given 
Responsive  as  the  thrust  is  driven — 
Then  sank  the  martial  strain  again  ; 
And  the  night  wind  moan'd  along, 
Burden'd  by  plaints  and  cries  of  pain 
Form'd  low  in  a  ghastly  song ; 
Till  faint  the  cadence  sank  again, 
As  the  spirit  pass'd  away, 
And  all  was  silent  save  the  moan 
Of  the  Ocean  far  away. 
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}Tis  well — 'tis  well,  said  each  bearded  knight, 

'Tis  Melody  rare,  by  our  Ladye  Bright  ! 

No  harp  hath  struck  in  hall  of  ours 

Since  Omar  and  his  banded  powers 

Were  baffled  by  our  guarded  towers  ; 

And  sailed  with  many  a  shatter'd  crest, 

With  many  a  pierced  and  wounded  breast 

From  out  our  narrow  bay, 

And  left  his  best  and  bravest  here 

To  mark  the  fury  of  the  fray 

'Twixt  Christian  sword,  and  Moslem  spear. 

And  much,  I  ween,  that  minstrel  praised 

The  Power  Unseen,  that  haply  raised 

The  wind  which  blew  his  wand'ring  bark 

To  where  the  music  of  his  harp 

Had  found  such  welcome  given, 

A  golden  chain  of  rare  device, 

A  bugle  horn,  a  jewel  of  price. 

All  from  the  Turkish  foemen  riven, 

Were  bounties  for  his  song. 

Then  call'd  a  knight,  with  beard  of  grey  : — 

"  Come  hither,  Harper  ! — hither  pray  ! 

Come  !    see  this  dagger  if  thou  wilt, 

Its  blade  of  steel,  and  golden  hilt 

Emboss'd  and  glitt'ring  strong, 

And  carven  like  the  eagle  wild 

With  eye  of  fire,  and  beak  of  gold — 

A  fitter  toy  for  Moslem  child 

Than  weapon  in  a  Christian  hold. 
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Long  have  I  borne  me  under  shield 

On  war-ship's  deck,  and  battle-field, 

And  many  a  trumpet  horn  have  pealed 

Of  triumph  and  defeat. 

On  Mediae's  was  my  lance  in  rest ; 

And  charged  me  where  the  Delhis  prest 

The  fiercest  our  pursuit ; 

And  wheeling  Turk,  and  charging  Hun 

And  the  deep  war-clouds  rolling  dun 

Hid  many  a  knightly  feat ; 

And  banners  waved,  and  on  the  plain 

All  bloody  sank  to  rise  again. 

Ten  thousand  falchions  flashed  amain ; 

Wide  spread  the  tumult  lay  : 

Like  billows  roaring  from  the  west, 

Squadron  on  squadron  upward  prest — 

Ten  thousand  lances  sank  to  rest, 

Then  rushed  into  the  fray. 

I  found  this  dagger  on  the  field 
Where  Magyar  Louis  fell, 
Bestrewn  with  many  a  princely  shield, 
And  prelate's  crown  as  well. 
My  lance  was  broke — my  sword  was  out — 
I  strove  to  check  the  desperate  rout, 
And  rode  me  where  the  fiercest  prest 
Amid  the  battle's  swell — 
Until  a  falchion  struck  my  crest, 
And  hurl'd  me  from  my  selle. 
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Though  struck  to  earth,  I  'scap'd  with    life, 

And  raised  me  when  the  rush  of  strife 

Had  pass'd  me  as  I  lay, 

Wounded  and  bleeding  on  the  field 

Upon  that  fatal  day ; 

And  leaning  on  my  knightly  shield 

I  totter'd  to  the  fray. 

A  Spahi  saw  me  as  I  stood, 

And  scann'd  the  game  of  war, 

And  thirsting  for  my  knightly  blood 

He  drew  his  scimitar. 

But  ere  it  had  descended,  lo  ! 

My  own  good  sword  had  struck  the  blow 

That  pierced  the  Moslem's  heart ; 

And  down  the  splendid  Spahi  fell, 

Down  like  a  stricken  hart. 

He  was  a  chief,  if  I  could  tell 

By  the  brilliant  arms  he  bore, 

By  the  golden  hilt  of  his  scimitar, 

And  the  jewelPd  crest  he  wore  ; 

While  from  his  stricken  breast  there  fell 

The  flash  of  a  diamond  star, 

And  the  trappings  of  his  war-horse,  well, 

Were  worth  a  costly  war. 

I  saw  my  gallant  foeman  laid — 

I  mark'd  his  last  convulsion  staid, 

His  changing  cheek  and  shiver'd  blade. 

Then  springing  on  the  Paynim's  steed, 

I  spurr'd  him  to  his  fastest  speed, 


LEYLI 

Swept  like  a  seabird  on  the  wind, 
And  left  pursuit  and  death  behind. 
This  dagger  from  the  Spahi's  side 
I  took  me  in  mine  hour  of  pride  : 
Now,  Minstrel,  for  that  song  of  thine, 
Take  thou  this  Moslem  toy  of  mine, 
And  pledge  me  in  the  purple  wine 
That  naught  but  Moslem  dog  shall  feel 
The  temper  of  this  dagger's  steel ; 
And,  if  a  Christian  knight  should  die 
Upon  its  point  unwittingly, 
Then  shalt  thou  break  the  accursed  thing, 
And  cast  it  to  the  winds  of  heaven, 
And  bid  the  monks  to  Mass  and  sing, 
That  so  thou  be  forgiven." 

The  Minstrel  raised  the  beaker  high 
As  sank  the  notes  of  revelry ; 
But,  ere  the  purple  measure  sipp'd, 
His  foot  upon  the  pavement  slipp'd, 
And  down  the  goblet  rolPd, 
While  jests  and  laughter  loudly  rose 
On  every  side  from  friends  and  foes 
Amid  that  vaulted  hold. 
As  shoots  the  arrow  from  the  bow, 
As  speeds  the  eagle  on  the  roe, 
Or  Spahi's  charge  upon  the  foe, 
As  swift  the  Minstrel's  agile  frame 
Leapt  on  the  knight  with  force  amain, 
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And  struck  the  dagger  to  his  heart ; 
Then  swifter  than  the  fearful  hart 
That  hears  the  hunters  on  the  wold, 
He  sped  him  from  the  Christian  hold. 

Loud  was  the  wail,  and  wild  as  strong, 

Which  echo'd  from  the  halls  along 

Each  winding  stair,  and  devious  way 

To  rampart,  wall,  and  turret  grey, 

And  bade  the  watchman  stand  to  hear 

With  awe  again  the  cry  of  fear. 

Again  it  rose — and  then  the  cry 

For  Vengeance  rent  the  vault  on  high  ; 

And  swords  were  drawn,  and  daggers  gleam'd, 

And  orders  given,  and  Chaos  seem'd 

Let  loose  amid  the  vengeful  throng 

That  crowded  every  passage  long. 

The  gates  were  closed  ;    portcullis  fell ; 

And  wrathful  rang  the  tocsin  bell  : 

The  sentry  scann'd  the  landward  view, 

Held  ready  bent  his  faithful  yew  ; 

With  eager  eyes  the  seaward  edge 

View'd  to  the  cliff's  remotest  ledge  : 

While  every  postern  gate  was  closed, 

Save  one  that  secretly  reposed, 

And  gave  free  passage  from  the  hall 

Beyond  the  westward  turret's  wall 

By  winding  stair,  and  devious  way, 

To  where  the  Minstrel's  schallop  lay. 
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Down  the  steep  path  the  minstrel  sped 
From  rock  to  rock,  till  far  o'erhead 
Loom'd  the  high  western  turret  gray, 
Scarr'd  by  the  marks  of  desperate  fray 
With  ocean  storm's  resistless  sway. 
He  gazed  one  moment  ere  he  stept 
Upon  his  bark  to  whither  slept 
The  ocean  in  a  silver  line, 
And  mark'd  the  landward  breeze  decline, 
And  saw  the  tide  ran  flood. 
Then  cast  the  moorings  from  the  shore  ; 
Stept  lightly  to  the  steering  oar ; 
And,  hoisting  to  the  wind  his  sail, 
Smiled  as  it  felt  the  favouring  gale, 
And  out  to  seaward  stood. 

But  where  is  he  that  Malta  deem'd 
The  bravest  of  the  brave  ; 
Whose  crest  in  battle  farther  gleam'd  ; 
Who  rode  the  ocean  wave 
Chief  of  a  hundred  chiefs  of  fame  : 
He  drew  from  kingly  sires  his  name  ; 
From  Scotia's  land  that  warrior  came. 
He,  skill'd  by  nature  to  command, 
Held  the  fierce  spirits  of  his  band 
Subjected  by  his  martial  mood, 
And  none  would  dare  to  say  him  nay, 
Or  question  whither  lies  the  way 
That  bears  us  o'er  the  foam  to-day. 
10 
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No,  by  our  Lady's  rood  ! 

Though  calm  by  nature,  yet  his  ire 

Was  like  the  liquid  floods  of  fire 

Which  river  Etna's  blackened  side, 

And  in  the  moment  of  his  pride 

The  Moslem  quail'd  beneath  his  eye, 

And  shudder'd  all  unwittingly. 

Within  his  train,  the  rudest  lance 

Would  rather  than  the  Leslie's  glance 

A  thousand  Moslem  spears  : 

And  yet  no  purer  Captain  bore 

The  Cross  against  the  Turkish  shore 

And  its  accursed  peers  : 

No  softer  heart  when  woe  was  there  ; 

No  calmer  voice  could  breathe  a  prayer 

Above  a  foeman's  bloody  bier, 

Or  drop  the  sympathetic  tear 

Upon  a  comrade's  grave. 

And  well  his  knightly  brethren  knew 

That  victory  o'er  his  banner  flew 

On  ocean's  rolling  wave  ; 

And  on  the  reddest  battle  plain 

The  Spahis,  too,  might  charge  in  vain, 

Where  Leslie's  horsemen  drave. 

The  Moslem  maiden  knew  full  well 
That  name  was  oft  her  lover's  knell ; 
The  Moslem  infant  at  the  knee 
Hush'd  at  the  name  its  voice  of  glee  ; 
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While  the  dark  Muzzin  from  the  tower 

Commanded  at  the  evening  hour 

The  Faithful  all  to  pray, 

So  that  the  Christian  dogs  might  find 

Death  when  the  Moslem  spears  combined 

To  meet  them  in  the  fray. 

But,  while  he  pray'd,  his  restless  glance 

Travelled  the  ocean's  blue  expanse, 

As  dreadful  from  afar 

The  pinions  of  the  black  corvette 

Would  raise  them  where  the  sun  was  set, 

Or  where  some  nearer  headland  met 

The  ocean's  front  of  war. 


But,  woe,  the  corsair  who  should  sleep 

Secure  upon  the  midnight  deep  ; 

Or  the  rich  merchant  homeward  hie, 

When  the  last  blush  has  left  the  sky, 

Forgetful  of  the  vengeful  Greek 

Who  lies  within  some  secret  creek, 

Or  the  dark  galley  gliding  near, 

That  fills  their  craven  hearts  with  fear; 

And  as  it  rises  o'er  the  sea 

They  cry  in  their  extremity 

To  Allah  and  his  Prophet  till 

They  perish  by  the  Infidel. 

But  let  them  die,  why  should  we  weep  ? 

They  slumber  well  beneath  the  deep, 
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And  they  who  conquer,  they  who  bleed 

Can  ne'er  require  a  sweeter  meed 

Than  ocean's  ceaseless  melody, 

Low  down  amid  the  countless  shells, 

The  fairy  caves,  the  coral  cells, 

O'er  which  the  ocean  sobs  and  swells 

In  its  eternal  symphony. 

The  Moslem  sleeps  as  soundly  there 

As  though  outstretch'd  upon  his  bier 

Within  his  Eastern  halls  ; 

And  side  by  side  the  Christian  knight, 

Sheath'd  in  his  arms — prepared  for  fight, 

Reclines  as  in  his  castle  bed, 

And  lists  the  murmurs  over-head 

Till  the  Archangel  calls. 

But  Leslie  shuns  the  wassail  rout ; 

Nor  hears  the  song,  and  vengeful  shout 

That  hails  the  assassin's  deed, 

Nor  even  dreams,  that  moment  freed, 

A  comrade's  spirit  takes  the  wing 

To  halls  where  other  minstrels  sing, 

And  wake  the  echoes  of  a  shore 

Where  Turkish  hosts  can  harm  no  more. 

Upon  the  sands  which  gird  the  bay, 

Close  by  a  rock  of  sombre  gray, 

A  little  mossy  alcove  lay, 

Screen'd  from  the  winds  that  swept  the  shore 

By  trailing  plants  which  roof'd  it  o'er ; 
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And  here  within  this  lone  retreat, 

The  Leslie  watch'd  the  waters  meet 

In  curling  foam  and  sparkling  spray 

The  shell-strewn  beaches  of  the  bay, 

And  where  the  isles  of  ocean  lay. 

While  sitting  on  a  lichen'd  stone, 

He  mused  all  silently  alone. 

The  straggling  moonbeams  through  the  roof 

Of  mantling  ivy's  wondrous  woof 

Came  glancing  to  his  feet, 

Alternate  crept  upon  his  knee, 

Then  bashful  as  a  maid  would  flee, 

And  leave  his  lone  retreat. 

Is  it  of  home  the  chieftain  dreams  ? 

Or  early  childhood's  mirthful  days  ? 

Of  highland  hills  and  highland  streams  ? 

Dear  Scotia,  of  the  warrior  lays  ! 

Alas,  from  thee  his  musing  strays. 

"  Ah  Heaven  !    in  all  my  wild  career 

I've  seen  a  thousand  shapes  of  fear, 

Nor  ever  quail'd  before  : 

I've  seen  a  thousand  forms  to  love  : 

I've  seen  the  warrior's  eye  approve 

The  raven  hair,  the  eye  of  night, 

The  graceful  form,  and  figure  light ; 

But  to  my  Northern  eye  they  seem'd 

Fantastic,  fickle — thus  I  deem'd, 

Nor  will  I  now  the  thought  deny, 

The  fairest  maids  of  Araby. 
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And  yet,  on  Leyli's  lovely  face 

Was  there  no  other  matchless  grace 

To  meet  my  startled  gaze — 

Ah  Heaven  !    there  was — a  nameless  look 

That  all  my  vaunted  courage  shook, 

And  set  my  heart  ablaze." 

But  now  broke  in  upon  his  spell 

The  tones  of  the  Alarum  bell : 

One  moment  heard  with  eye  of  fire 

The  clanging  peals,  and  shoutings  dire, 

Then  on  his  falchion  laid  a  hand, 

As,  striding  o'er  the  moonlit  sand, 

A  knight  in  armour  came. 

"  Ho  Norman  !    what  this  wild'ring  din  ? 

Do  to  our  halls  the  Moslems  win  ? 

Do  my  brave  comrades  keep  the  gate  ? 

Then,  by  my  father's  sword  !    though  late 

We  have  not  lost  the  game  ! — 

What — dost  thou  say  no  Moslem  host 

With  fire  and  sword  is  on  our  coast, 

And  ne'er  those  shouts  from  battle  came, 

But  that  a  stranger  minstrel  guest 

While  holding  wassail  with  the  rest 

Should  stab  my  Lehel  in  the  breast, 

And,  O  Eternity  of  Shame  ! 

Escape  from  those,  his  comrades  true, 

Without  the  meed  of  vengeance  due 

For  such  a  dastard  act  ? 
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But  tell  me  whence  the  minstrel  came  ; 
What  were  his  looks,  and  what  his  name, 
And  what  your  welcome  lack'd  ? 
That  he  should  in  our  hold  of  power 
Strike,  in  the  midst  of  wassail  hour, 
The  boldest  knight  who  e'er  bore  shield 
Against  the  Moslem  in  the  field. 
And,  though  he  were  our  mortal  foe, 
Yet  dastard  he  who  struck  the  blow, 
When  shelter'd  in  our  eagle's  nest, 
He  bore  the  sacred  name  of  guest." 

"  From  where  his  idle  bark  was  borne, 
When  rose  the  night  clouds  from  the  morn — 
Whether  it  were  from  Moslem  hold, 
Or  tower  upon  the  mainland  wold, 
I  know  not,  or  to  where  he  hies, 
In  sooth  !  "  young  Norman  soon  replies. 
"  His  name  the  stranger  never  gave — 
A  minstrel  wand'ring  o'er  the  wave 
From  mainland  to  the  isles  that  ride 
Green  wooded  on  the  Aegean's  tide. 
By  something  in  his  haughty  glance, 
I  swear  me  neither  sword  nor  lance 
Are  strangers  to  his  hand  ; 
And,  though  he  struck  the  harp  strings  well, 
I  wot  his  voice  could  stronger  swell 
When  leading  martial  band. 
And  the  deep  raven  of  his  locks 
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Hung  o'er  his  brow  like  erie  rocks 
That  top  the  ocean's  foam. 
His  step  was  haughty  as  he  felt 
A  thousand  peers  before  him  knelt 

Within  his  princely  home " 

"  Norman,  'tis  he  ! — I  need  no  name 
To  tell  me  whence  the  assassin  came  : 
Well  do  I  know  who  struck  the  blow 
Which  laid  my  knightly  comrade  low — 
The  cursed  Othman  !    who  shall  feel 
Deep  in  his  breast  my  vengeful  steel. 
Go,  Abdul  go  !    let  fly  thy  sail 
Broad  to  the  breathings  of  the  gale, 
Unworthy  son  of  Osman  sire 
Of  generous  heart,  and  matchless  fire, 
Go,  Abdul  — but  nor  bolt  nor  bar 
Shall  check  or  turn  my  vengeance  far." 

"  But,  ere  his  soul  was  snatch'd  away, 
To  speak,  did  Lehel's  lips  essay  ?  " 
"  Behold,  he  sent  his  knightly  glaive 
To  him,  the  bravest  of  the  brave. 
And  charged  thee,  when  thy  banner  flew 
The  deepest  in  the  Moslem  war, 
To  steep  its  edge  in  crimson  dew 
Of  Mameluke  and  Janisar. 
I  knelt  beside  him  as  he  lay  : 
I  dashed  that  hateful  steel  away ; 
Jesu  !    that  flood,  it  would  not  stay, 
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And  paler  grew  his  quiv'ring  face — 
Spirit  and  flesh  had  run  the  race 
Companions  dear  and  true, 
And  now  the  cord  that  bound  the  twain 
Was  snapp'd  to  ne'er  unite  again 
Whatever  man  might  do. 
But,  Chieftain,  ere  that  spirit  broke 
Away  from  Earth  to  Heaven, 
Strange  things  our  knightly  comrade  spoke 
As  e'er  to  mortal  given. 
Oh  sure  his  sins  were  all  forgiven  ! — 
Jesu  !    the  Gates  of  Time  were  riven. 
Then  rising  from  his  couch  of  death, 
Gone  his  glazed  eye  and  gasping  breath, 
His  white  beard  streamed  upon  his  breast, 
His  eye  a  wond'ring  scene  express'd." 
"  Power  !  which  the  Fiend  hath  raised  from  Hell 
The  Christian  and  the  cross  to  quell, 
Lo  !    on  thy  banners  hath  the  sun 
Of  Conquest  its  meridian  run, 
And  the  red  blushes  of  the  west 
Receives  it  slowly  to  its  rest 
Within  the  silent  tomb. 
The  worm  hath  gnaw'd  thy  princely  root, 
And  blasted  is  thy  treasured  fruit 
By  pestilence  and  gloom  : 
The  cross  must  rise,  the  crescent  wane 
On  many  a  well  contested  plain, 
And  Othman's  sons  must  bleed  in  vain 
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To  mitigate  their  doom. 

But  thou  fair  land  of  wood  and  lea, 

Whose  every  plain  with  Eden  shares 

An  equal  hue,  whose  rivers  three 

Thy  warrior  shield  emblazon'd  bears — 

But  thou,  my  country,  o'er  the  tide 

I  see  thy  carven  galley  ride 

Triumphant  on  its  path ; 

Through  storms  which  rack  a  thousand  years 

To  Freedom's  golden  age  it  steers 

Regardless  of  their  wrath-" 

*  *  *  #  * 

Blow  softly,   blow   softly,   blow   softly  ye   wind  ! 
Nor  leave  on  the  ocean  a  ripple  behind  : 
Her  anchor  is  raised,  and  afloat  on  the  tide 
The  "  Sea-bird  "  is  rock'd  in  her  cradle  of  pride — 
Let  loose  her  white  pinions,  and  let  her  go  free, 
Swift  as  the  breezes  that  spring  o'er  the  sea  ; 
What  cares  she  for  tempest,  or  night  on  the  wave  ? 
The  ocean's  her  pillow,  the  wind  is  her  slave  ; 
So  blow,  ye  wild  breezes,  blow  strong  o'er  the  sea, 
She  cares  not,  she  cares  not,  she  cares  not  for  thee  ! 
Though  loud  is  the  thunder,  and  wild  is  the  night, 
Swift,  swift  o'er  the  billows  she  rushes  in  flight : 
What  cares  she  for  thunder  or  lightning  on  high  ? 
Though  white  be  the  spray  clouds  that  spring  to 

the  sky  : 

Her  timbers  are  groaning,  but  not  in  despair  ; 
Her  sails  are  in  ribbons,  but  what  does  she  care  : 
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What  recks  she  for  tempest  or  night  on  the  wave, 
The  ocean's  her  pillow,  the  wind  is  her  slave  ; 
So  blow,  ye  wild  breezes,  blow  strong  o'er  the  sea, 
She  cares  not,  she  cares  not,  she  cares  not  for  thee  ! 

"  Up,  Norman  ! — up  !  the  night  is  o'er  : 
The  breeze  is  strong  from  off  the  shore  ; 
And  low  upon  the  ocean's  verge 
The  night  star  sinks  beneath  the  surge. 
The  "  Sea-bird  "  rides  her  anchors  well ; 
And  dips  her  bowsprit  in  the  swell, 
While  heeling  gently  to  her  lee, 
She  spurns  in  pride  the  foaming  sea. 
The  sun  is  up,  the  wind  is  strong, 
Our  course  to-day  is  wild  and  long  ; 
Then,  Norman,  wherefore  does  thy  form 
Recline  when  wakes  the  merry  morn  ?  " 
Sprang  Norman  from  his  couch,  I  ween, 
With  bearing  bold  and  dauntless  mien  ; 
With  hand  on  hilt  and  foot  advanced 
On  the  intruder's  form  he  glanced, 
But  lowered  his  front  of  war  : 
For  standing  by  his  couch's  side 
Was  Leslie  in  his  armour'd  pride, 
With  waving  plume  and  casque  of  steel 
Whose  sable  feathers  oft  would  steal 
Before  his  Visor  bar. 

"  Ah,  Norman  !  on  thy  couch  I  fear 
Thy  dreams  have  been  of  broken  spear; 
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Of  shatter'd  breast  and  furious  rout, 
Where  knightly  cheer  and  Moslem  shout 
Are  mingled  with  the  deadly  cry 
Of  man's  extremest  agony. 
Or  has  the  scene  upon  thy  mind 
Remain' d  indelibly  behind  : 
Has  Lehel  now  received  the  power 
To  haunt  thee  in  thy  sleeping  hour  ; 
Hath  his  brave  spirit  from  the  grave 
Arisen  to  guide  us  o'er  the  wave, 
And  mark  the  sword  of  Vengeance  fall, 
Nor  bloodless  in  the  Othman's  hall  ? 
If  so,  brave  Norman,  now  the  day 
Shall  Lehel's  spirit  mark  the  way 

The  "  Sea-bird's "  prow  shall  make 
Through  yonder  waste  of  waters  there, 
By  castled  rock  and  islet  bare 

The  Moslem  maids  to  wake. 
And  light  must  Omar's  warriors  sleep, 
And  keen  their  ward  on  tower  and  keep 

To  see  our  looming  sail ; 
And  sharp  their  swords,  and  true  their  aim, 
And  high  their  leaders'  warlike  name 

That  our  good  knights  should  fail." 

"  My  Chief,  from  Scotland's  hills  we  come, 
And  sweet  is  Scotia's  rugged  tongue 

To  all  her  children's  ears, 
But  sweeter  to  my  ears  I  ween 
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Than  ever  Scotia's  tongue  has  been 

My  chieftain's  name  appears. 
His  praise  my  only  guerdon  here  ; 
His  wrath  the  only  foe  I  fear ; 
His  voice  the  song  I  would  not  give 
For  all  the  Moslem  maids  that  live. 
When  lisping  at  my  mother's  knee, 
The  words  I  said  were  first  of  thee ; 
When  kneeling  at  the  holy  shrine, 
The  name  I  utter'd  first  was  thine. 
My  chieftain  !  by  the  name  ye  bear, 
And  by  the  stainless  arms  ye  wear; 
By  all  your  great  forefathers'  dust, 
And  by  your  faith  and  knightly  trust 

I  bid  you  tarry  here. 
My  dream  was  not  of  Moslem  foe, 
Of  battle  plain  or  mortal  blow 
Or  Lehel's  dying  fear, 
Or  spirit  risen  from  the  grave 
To  guide  us  o'er  the  ocean  wave, 
And  mark  the  sword  of  Vengeance  fall 
Nor  bloodless  in  the  Othman's  hall. 
No  !  Leslie,  no  such  dream  was  mine ; 
Nor  holy  trance  at  holy  shrine, 
But  portend  dark  as  doom  might  be, 
Or  midnight  on  a  trackless  sea — 
A  dark  presage  of  coming  woe, 
But  when  or  how  one  may  not  know." 
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"  And,  Norman,  shall  a  dream  inspire 
With  awful  fears  my  faithful  squire  : 
Shall  he  who  bears  my  noble  name 
Forget  his  own  and  chieftain's  fame, 
Or  whence  our  ancient  lineage  came  ? 
Who  of  my  race  in  mid-career 
E'er  shunn'd  the  shock  of  foeman's  spear, 
Or  from  his  purpose  fix'd  would  bend 
For  any  dream's  momentous  end  ? 
Let  monk  within  his  cheerless  cell, 
Or  hermit  in  the  forest  dell, 
Or  priest  before  the  altar  stone 
Proclaim  the  visions  he  has  known, 
And  cry  like  Judah's  dreaded  seer 
That  Judgment,  woe  and  doom  are  near ; 
But  I,  by  all  I  owe  my  sires ! 
Shall  go  if  Hell  with  Earth  conspires, 
To  stay  me  on  my  way." 

"  My  Chief  !  I  knew  thy  spirit  bold 
Would  to  its  aim  and  purpose  hold 

Whatever  man  might  say, 
Yet  did  my  love  for  thee  require 
The  warning  which  my  dreams  inspire. 
And  now  come  weal,  and  now  come  woe, 
Come  treach'rous  friend,  or  Moslem  foe, 
Come  storm  or  calm — whate'er  it  be, 
It  cannot  part  my  Chief  from  me. 
I  swear  upon  the  Holy  Sign  ; 
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By  hopes  of  Heaven  that  still  are  mine  ; 

By  all  I  love  ;    by  all  I  hate, 

And  God  the  Arbiter  of  fate 

Shall  deal  as  He  thinks  wise." 

And  Norman  raised  his  dagger's  hilt, 

And  kissed  its  cross  of  golden  gilt ; 

Vowed,  as  his  sires  were  wont  of  yore, 

By  the  bright  symbol  that  he  wore 

To  follow  where  his  chieftain's  crest 

Waved  where  the  Moslem  squadrons  press'd 

To  deeds  of  high  emprise. 

"  The  anchor's  raised,  away  !  away  ! 
Out  on  the  yards  my  seamen  lay  ! 
Give  every  stitch  of  canvas  wide, 
Wide  to  the  wind's  untrammelled  pride — 
See  ! — see  !  she  heels,  she  gathers  way, 
Set  every  sail  away  ! — away  ! 
Let  the  dull  landsman  sing  the  praise, 
The  beauty  wood  and  glen  displays ; 
Let  his  sick  soul  abhorrent  view 
The  mountains  of  the  ocean  blue; 
And  turn  with  tearful  eye  to  see 
The  land  low  waning  on  his  lee. 
Yes,  turn  and  gaze,  thou  sicken'd  soul, 
And  tremble  as  the  billows  roll. 
Great  though  thou  art  in  bower  or  dance, 
Or  where  the  maiden's  chargers  prance 
Upon  the  hunting  morn, 
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Yet  on  the  ocean's  ebbing  wave 
Thou  art  a  sick'ning,  soulless  slave 

Who  trembles  at  the  storm. 
But  oh  !  to  hearts  of  sterner  mould 
What  fears  hath  ocean  ever  rolled — 
No  !  frank  and  gen'rous,  brave  and  bold 

The  sons  of  ocean  are. 
And  oh  !  the  wild  and  thrilling  glee 
When  winds  blow  strong  across  the  sea 

In  grand  tempestuous  war. 
Oh,  give  me  in  my  bark  to  sail ! 
Oh,  give  me  but  the  rising  gale  ! 
And  hearts  as  true  and  frank  as  thine, 
Thou  gen'rous  son  of  storm  and  brine. 
And  faint  let  every  pleasure  fade 
That  breathes  of  peace  and  rural  shade — 
Away  from  me  the  festal  hall ! 
Away  the  bower  !  away  the  ball ! 
Away  the  lisping  maid  forsooth  ! 
Whose  lips  are  fair  but  wanting  truth. 
Away  ! — away  !  the  sea  is  mine  ! — 
Be  other  fools  fair  maiden  thine. 

"  Mine  is  the  spirit  wild  and  free 
That  joys  upon  the  stormy  sea  : 
Mine  is  the  spirit  given  to  feel 
The  transport  of  the  heaving  keel ; 
And  the  wild  plunge  that  heralds  forth 
The  stronger  breezes  of  the  north. 
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Thine  is  the  tame  and  listless  soul 
That  trembles  where  the  billows  roll  : 
That  finds  its  pleasure  in  the  glance 
Of  maiden's  eye  and  festive  dance. 
Mine  is  the  soul  that  hails  the  strife 
With  ocean's  wave  of  death  or  life  ; 
Mine  like  the  wild  sea-mew  to  flee 
Untrammell'd  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea  ; 
Mine  like  it  still  when  on  the  deep 
The  ruffling  breezes  sink  to  sleep, 
To  fold  my  wings  and  sweetly  rest 
A  cradled  child  upon  its  breast. 

"  No  home  is  mine — but  yet,  behold  ! 
The  rights  of  sovereign  Lord  I  hold, 
Where'er  my  banner  seeks  to  wave 
Where'er  the  winds  of  ocean  rave. 
My  title  as  an  ocean  Lord 
Hangs  by  my  side — my  own  good  sword. 
And  brave  the  foe  upon  the  tide 
Who  dares  to  check  my  banner'd  pride  ; 
And  fleet  as  yonder  wild  sea-mew 
Sails  he  who  would  my  bark  pursue." 

Thus  Leslie  thought,  as  by  the  wheel 
He  felt  the  "  Sea-bird"  plunge  and  reel, 

And  saw  the  sails  draw  full. 
"  Away  ! — away  !  thou  bonnie  bird  ! 
Oh,  I  would  give  the  songs  I've  heard 

In  Fife  at  merry  Yule  ! 
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For  the  wild  music  piping  near 
Of  wind  amid  our  straining  gear, 
Or  trie  loud  lapping  of  the  tide 
Along  the  "Sea-bird's"  sable  side. 
Yes,  or  the  glance  of  darkest  eye 
Of  every  maid  of  Araby 
For  yonder  crested  waves  that  break 
In  thunder  on  the  "Sea-bird's"  wake. 

"  Why,  Norman,  why  !  that  brow  of  thought  ? 
What  trick  of  learning  hast  thou  caught 

Amid  thy  prophet  dreams  ? 
Where,  Norman  ? — where  the  eye  of  fire  ? 
Where  all  the  warrior's  gen'rous  ire  ? 
Where  all  the  courage  of  our  race 
That  from  our  ancient  sires  we  trace, 
That  Leslie  sober  seems  ? 
See,  Norman  !  see  !  the  bending  mast, 
The  bellying  sail  that  bears  us  fast 
To  vengeance  and  to  war  : 
Let  Stamboul's  traders  homeward  bear ; 
Let  Moslem  cruisers  'bout  and  wear, 
And  run  their  crescent  to  the  peak, 
Beat  to  their  arms,  or  chase  the  Greek ; 
Alike  unheeded  they  must  stay, 
Nor  tempt  me  from  my  purposed  way ; 
See  !  even  now,  our  guarded  keep 
Declines  where  yonder  surges  leap 
On  ocean's  verge  afar." 
27 


LEYLI 

Merrily,  merrily,  sailing  free  ! 
Merrily  over  the  sparkling  sea  ! 
Spray  above  her  rising  bow, 
Foam  before  her  rushing  prow, 
Spray  above  and  sea  below. 
Merrily  sailing  on  we  go  ! 
Past  the  grim,  unflinching  rocks, 
Daring  ocean's  rudest  shocks  ; 
Past  the  islet  dim  and  gray, 
Circled  by  the  drifting  spray ; 
Past  the  Moslem  castle  where 
Christian  knight  in  dungeon  bare, 
Bow'd  beneath  his  fetter's  weight, 
Prays  his  God  a  happier  fate. 
No  companion  in  his  woe, 
Naught  but  Christian's  hated  foe  ; 
Yet  there  comes  a  wild  sea-bird, 
Drawn  by  plaints  that  she  had  heard 
From  the  captive's  dungeon  damp, 
Guarded  well  by  bar  and  clamp — 
Sea-gull,  free  as  wind  could  be, 
Gay  careering  o'er  the  sea, 
Gazes  on  the  captive  there, 
Lying  in  his  dungeon  bare  : 
Soft  dark  eye  and  breast  of  snow, 
Strikes  the  captive's  eye  below  ; 
Oft  it  comes  and  oft  it  goes, 
Oft  as  Ocean  ebbs  and  flows, 
And  the  Christian's  cheerless  heart 
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Sighs  to  see  the  bird  depart ; 
But,  in  fancy  lying  there, 
Views  it  wheeling  in  the  air  ; 
Now,  careering  o'er  the  sea 
Wild  and  swift  as  bird  could  be  ; 
Yet  could  not  forget  the  pain 
Of  the  captive  by  the  main, 
But  returns  again  to  sleep 
By  the  windows  of  the  keep. 

Merrily  onward  still  she  bounds  ! 
Merrily  in  the  rigging  sounds 
The  music  of  the  wind  ! 
But  now  approaches  wilder  shores, 
Where  the  inconstant  Ocean  roars, 
And  where  the  startled  sea-bird  soars 
A  shelter'd  rest  to  find. 
And  crags  o'erhang  the  darksome  bay ; 
And  straits  that  to  the  sea  display 
Their  entrance  dark  and  lone  : 
The  cliffs  like  giants  tower  afar 
And  watch  the  sea's  stupendous  war 
Majestically  thrown 
Upon  the  frontward  ranks  of  rock, 
Steady  and  grim  that  wait  the  shock 
Like  Paladins  of  old ; 
And  smiled  to  see  the  charging  foe 
Recoil  before  the  mortal  blow, 
As  back  their  squadrons  rolled  .  .  . 
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'Tis  past — the  isle — the  darksome  bay — 

The  cliff — the  crags — the  blinding  spray, 

And  milder  shores  appear. 

But,  oh,  alas !  though  now  are  gone 

The  boulder  bare,  the  shatter'd  stone, 

The  precipice's  shelving  side, 

Worn  by  the  winds  and  warring  tide 

Through  many  a  stormy  year, 

And  though  its  hills  are  covered  o'er 

With  verdure  green  from  shore  to  shore, 

And  the  fair  vine  its  tendrils  hang, 

And  fruit  to  tempt  the  eye  of  man, 

Or  the  wild  fig  tree,  nor  in  vain, 

Shows  its  rich  treasures  on  the  plain — 

They  cannot  hide  beneath  their  shade 

The  ruin  Time  and  Man  have  made. 

There  the  rich  column's  broken  length, 

Perfect  in  mould  and  form,  as  strength, 

Lies  plain  beneath  the  tree  : 

Here  the  pale  dome  of  marble  brought 

By  ancient  Greek  and  wond'rous  wrought 

With  scenes  of  revelry, 

Remain  the  relics  of  the  past 

By  man  and  storm  to  ruin  cast, 

Memorials  of  an  elder  day, 

When  neither  Cross's  peaceful  sway, 

Nor  the  pale  Crescent's  baleful  ray 

Were  known  where  now  they  lie. 

But  the  calm  sage  with  bending  head 
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Amid  the  templed  courts  would  tread 

In  dread  Communion  high ; 
Or  by  the  light  that  dimly  stole 
Amid  its  vaulted  halls, 
Gaze  on  the  sages'  sculptured  scroll 
Upon  the  temple  walls, 
That  elder  wisdom  taught ; 
Or  the  enchanted  poet  there 
Would  hum  the  stanza  of  an  air 
His  raptured  soul  had  caught. 
But  man,  remorseless  as  the  fiend, 
Has  from  each  niche  its  treasure  glean'd, 
And,  merciless  as  driving  storm 
Or  Time's  eroding  grasp, 
Has  broke  each  sculpture's  swelling  form, 
And  down  its  columns  cast. 
But  poet,  sculptor — where  are  they 
That  once  upon  an  elder  day 
Within  these  temples  trod  ? 
Go,  ask  the  wind  to  tell  it  thee  ? 
Go,  ask  the  ever  moaning  sea — 
Go,  ask  the  Roman's  God  : 
But  ask  not  yonder  ruins  there 
To  lay  their  guarded  secret  bare, 
Or  from  the  womb  of  what  hath  been 
Draw  forth  the  pictures  they  have  seen, 
And  voices  silent  now. 
They,  like  the  sage  and  sculptor,  lie, 
Ruin'd  to  mark  the  gazer's  eye, 
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And  point  man's  mortal  destiny 

Upon  the  mountain's  brow. 

But  still  the  "Sea-bird"  on  the  wind 

Leaves  templed  court  and  hall  behind, 

And  onward,  onward  o'er  the  sea 

Dips  to  the  surges  low  her  lee 

As  graceful  as  a  maid  ; 

Till,  where  the  billows  eastward  rave, 

Night  creeps  upon  the  ocean  wave, 

Nor  waits  the  twilight's  shade. 

Merrily  sailing,  though  no  more 
The  evening  breezes  sweep  the  shore, 
Merrily  onward,  still  she  bounds, 
Merrily  in  the  rigging  sounds 
The  nor'ward  breezes  high  : 
And  now  the  thousand  isles  that  ride 
Green  seated  on  the  ^Egean's  tide 
No  more  delight  the  eye. 
Still  on,  still  on — the  open  sea 
Allows  the  "  Sea-bird  "  courses  free  ; 
No  rock  to  bar,  no  tower  to  frown, 
Nor  strait  to  pass  or  Moslem  town  ; 
And  stretch  her  sails,  my  merry  men  ! 
Swing  down  the  halyards  all ! 
There's  many  a  league,  if  I  may  ken, 
'Twixt  this  and  Omar's  Hall. 
And  many  a  wave  must  roll  and  break 
Upon  the  "  Sea-bird's "  trailing  wake  ; 
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Full  many  a  stronger  squall  shall  roar 
On  whiter  seas  and  lonelier  shore  ; 
And  lower  yet  those  masts  shall  bend  ; 
And  higher  yet  the  waves  shall  send 
Their  blinding  drifts  of  spray, 
Ere  the  wild  "  Sea-bird  "  slacks  her  speed, 
And  takes  the  rest  she  well  hath  need 
Upon  her  stormy  way. 
Brave  Leslie  by  the  helmsman's  side, 
Watch'd  his  fleet  bark  the  billows  ride, 
With  the  true  seaman's  glowing  pride. 
An  anxious  glance  aloft  would  cast ; 
Watch  the  stretch'd  sail,  and  bending  mast, 
Then  view  the  compass  well, 
Or  scan  afar  the  leaping  surge 
Of  Ocean  from  the  night  emerge, 
Where  yonder  meteor  fell. 

The  night  is  o'er — 'tis  morning  now  ; 

And  still  the  "  Sea-bird's  "  rushing  prow 

Skims  Ocean's  stormy  wave  ; 

But  stronger  blows  the  breeze  I  ween, 

And  higher  roll  the  billows  green 

Round  jutting  cape,  in  strait,  and  bay, 

And  on  the  headland's  boulders  gray 

Like  thousand  demons  rave. 

But  now  the  "  Sea-bird's "  sable  side 

Must  roll  and  plunge  amid  the  tide 

Of  the  tumultous  sea  ; 
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And  lay  her  yardarms  in  the  foam 

With  many  a  mutter'd  curse  and  groan, 

Till  slowly  lifts  her  lee. 

Yet  on,  yet  on — she  cannot  stay, 

The  mountain  fades  in  mist  away ; 

The  narrow  strait  is  now  ahead — 

'Tis  past — and  on  their  lee  is  spread 

A  more  inviting  shore. 

Here  bay  was  seen  and  sheltering  road, 

Where  many  a  Turkish  cruiser  rode, 

Secure  when  tempests  roar ; 

And  merchants  from  the  sunny  Nile 

Sought  shelter  here  a  little  while 

Till  stormy  winds  were  o'er. 

Swift  sailed  the  bark,  she  sped  them  by, 

Nor  saw  the  Moslem's  anxious  eye 

From  tower  and  hamlet  nestling  nigh 

Regard  their  wild  career. 

"  Allah  !  when  saw  ye  such  a  sight, 

As  yonder  on  the  waves  ? 

See,  see  !  where  yonder  galley  light 

The  tempest  ocean  braves. 

Mustapha,  well  I  know  yon  sail, 

And  let  the  Moslem  maidens  wail, 

And  weep  the  bitter  tear. 

See  !  how-  she  bends  before  the  squall, 

And  lays  her  tapering  hamper  tall 

Low  down  toward  her  foaming  lee, 
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And  dips  her  yardarms  in  the  sea. 

But  ah  ! — yon  headland  jutting  out 

Will  force  the  Christian  dog  to  bout 

Or  perish  on  the  rock  : 

No,  by  Mahomet's  awful  law  ! 

The  Christian's  bark  begins  to  yaw  : 

She  rushes  to  the  shock  .  .  . 

But,  see,  her  canvas  flutters  wide — 

Her  masts  will  be  across  the  side 

With  such  a  press  of  sail — 

'Tis  stretch'd — she  rushes  through  the  foam 

Like  sea-gull  on  its  passage  home 

Before  the  Western  gale. 

Allah  !  her  very  yardarms  make 

Through  that  wild  sea  a  double  wake — 

Mahommed,  now,  if  aught  should  break, 

She'd  find  a  ready  doom. 

'Tis  past — the  canvas  flutters  down, 

Headland  and  rocks  no  longer  frown, 

And  now  there's  leeward  room. 

Mustapha,  well  I  know  that  bark, 

And  well  I  know  the  Christian  dark, 

Who  standing  on  its  heaving  decks, 

Tempest  and  wave  as  little  recks 

As  ripples  on  the  sand. 

Twice  have  I  met  yon  desperate  knight 

In  all  the  panoply  of  fight 

And  his  unconquer'd  band  : 

But  what  were  we,  by  Allah  given 
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To  fight  and  bleed  in  vain, 

Our  leaders  slain,  our  bands  were  driven 

Like  sheep  across  the  plain. 

But  yet,  though  cursed  is  his  name, 

And  perish'd  be  his  martial  fame, 

I  am  not  foe  so  mean  as  own 

A  braver  course  I've  ever  known 

Than  yonder  bark's  to-day. 

And  whether  it  be  mortal  man 

Who  holdeth  such  a  power, 

Or  given  of  God  or  dark  Seitan 

In  tempest's  awful  hour, 

I  know  not  but  Mustapha,  call 

To  Allah  that  ye  may  not  fall 

In  yonder  Christian's  way." 


'Tis  night — 'tis  day — and  now  the  swell 

Is  but  the  tempest's  stern  farewell ; 

And  sky  and  sea  no  longer  close 

In  mortal  strife,  but  seek  repose 

In  tranquil  slumber  mild. 

The  redd'ning  streaks  of  morning  glide 

Over  the  mountain's  Eastern  side, 

Awak'ning  like  a  child, 

Refresh'd  each  bird  beneath  the  shade 

Of  tree  and  shrub  in  yonder  glade 

That  feels  the  blaze  of  dawn  : 

And,  ere  they  spread  their  tinted  wings, 

Forth  on  the  air  their  music  rings— 
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A  salute  to  the  Morn. 

But  not  on  hill  alone  it  cast, 

Like  present  glory  fading  fast, 

Or  Mem'ry's  retrospective  past 

Forth  bursting  from  the  tomb  ; 

But  far  the  beams  of  morning  glow 

On  moMiitain  top  and  bay  below, 

And  westward  where  the  Ocean's  flow 

Is  mantled  by  the  gloom. 

"  He  cometh  now,"  the  Hermit  said  ; 

He  cometh  o'er  the  sea  ; 

And  low  he  bow'd  his  aged  head 

Beneath  the  wild  fig  tree  : 

He  cometh,  peerless  knight  and  brave  ; 

He  cometh  o'er  the  ocean  wave  ; 

He  comes  from  where  the  tempests  rage, 

Whence  billows  fret  and  chafe  and  wage 

Their  war  on  rock  and  isle. 

And  praised  be  God  !     Who  gave  his  bark 

Protection  through  the  tempest  dark  ; 

That  from  the  Ocean  lifts  the  gloom 

Like  sin  from  off  the  sinner's  tomb, 

And  bids  the  Morning  smile. 

Swift  o'er  the  wave  the  "  Sea-bird's  "  sail 

Is  press'd  before  a  milder  gale, 

And  steady  now,  her  canvas  wide, 

Reflects  its  image  on  the  tide. 

The  deep'ning  lights  of  morn  illume 
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The  glist'ning  casque  and  waving  plume, 
And  gleam  on  crests  of  noble  name, 
That  oft  on  other  fields  of  fame 
Led  when  the  knightly  squadrons  came. 
The  fiery  Celt,  whose  glances  keen 
Were  blended  with  a  haughty  mien  ; 
The  Saxon  famed  a  stubborn  foe 
Who  well  could  bandy  pass  and  blow, 
And  draw  to  ear  the  dreaded  bow. 
But  who  is  yonder  Chieftain  there 
With  stalwart  front  and  martial  air, 
Of  haughty  glance,  yet  true  and  brave 
As  ever  sail'd  the  Ocean  wave  ? 
O,  Scotia  !    land  of  flood  and  fell, 
Of  forest  deep,  and  rugged  dell, 
Of  Mountain  rude  and  heather  bell — 
Land  of  the  brave  !     I  know  thee  well, 
Thy  sons  are  like  their  mountain  land, 
Rugged,  yet  true  and  strong  of  hand  : 
If  back  our  battle  line  should  chance, 
Oh,  give  me  but  the  Scottish  lance  ! 
If  on  the  wave  and  aught  betide, 
Oh,  give  me  Scottish  hand  beside  ! 
But  who  to  yonder  Northern  knight, 
With  glittering  crest,  in  armour  dight, 
Bows  low  his  head  right  courteously  ? 
Surely  I  know  the  laughing  eye, 
The  bearing  bold  of  lineage  high, 
The  Frank  the  flower  of  chivalry. 
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Slowly  along  the  rugged  path 

Which  leadeth  from  the  shore, 

That  oft  had  braved  the  tempest's  wrath, 

And  earthquake's  deeper  roar, 

Leslie  hath  climbed  from  dell  below, 

And  stemm'd  the  river's  laughing  flow, 

Where  the  wild  fig  and  orange  grow 

Deep  in  the  lovely  glade. 

And  oft  a  creeper's  beauteous  form, 

Opening  its  petals  to  the  morn, 

Upon  his  path  was  laid. 

He  heeds  them  not,  or  by  a  glance 

Marks  how  the  dewdrops  melt  and  dance 

Beneath  the  morning  sun ; 

But  onward  with  unwearied  stride 

Ascends  the  mountain's  verdant  side, 

Nor  turns  to  scan  the  sea  behind, 

Where  waves  his  banner  on  the  wind, 

And  flashes  spear  and  gun. 

'Tis  o'er — he  sees  the  father  stand 

Beneath  the  wild  fig  tree  ; 

The  sacred  symbol  in  his  hand 

Is  stretch'd  toward  the  sea  ; 

His  aged  eye  is  upward  thrown 

With  all  the  deep  devotion  known 

To  saintly  sons  of  old  ; 

And  now  the  Christian  knight  forebore 

To  tread  the  space  between  them  o'er, 

Till  he  his  presence  told. 
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Short  space  he  stood,  for  soon  there  came 
From  that  lone  monk  his  knightly  name — 
He  saw  the  Leslie  calmly  stand 
Regarding  him  with  casque  in  hand. 
Low  leaning  on  his  sword. 
"  I  knew  the  hour  was  not  too  soon, 
And  that  before  the  burning  noon, 
Fd  see  a  Christian  Lord. 
I  knew  the  '  Sea-bird's '  wing  of  snow  ; 
I  knew  her  sable  lines  below, 
Long  ere  thy  pennon  o'er  the  wave 
The  name  of  her  commander  gave, 
And  Leslie's  ancient  buckles  three 
Gleam'd  from  its  folds  across  the  sea. 
Hail  to  my  Grotto  ! — it  has  given 
A  shelter  from  the  winds  of  Heaven 
To  many  a  Christian  knight  ere  this, 
Who  deem'd  it,  sure,  a  place  of  bliss 
From  yon  tempestuous  sea. 
But  thou  art  welcome,  doubly  so, 
When  summer  breezes  softly  blow, 
And  flowers  adorn  the  lea. 
Blest  be  the  sail  that  bears  thee  on  ! 
And  skilled  the  steersman's  hand  to  con 
The  courses  of  thy  bark  ! 
No  maid  has  watch'd,  with  longing  eye 
The  meeting  of  the  sea  and  sky, 
To  see  the  canvas  start, 
Like  sea-gull's  wing  upon  her  view, 
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A  spot  of  white  on  ocean  blue, 

And  hail  th'  auspicious  morn 

That  brings  her  lover  to  her  arms, 

Safe  from  the  field  of  war's  alarms, 

From  Moslem,  rock  and  storm — 

Than  I  with  ever  longing  glance 

Have  watch'd  the  Eastern  billows  dance, 

When  morn  awaking  from  her  sleep, 

Strikes  like  a  silver  line  the  deep 

On  yon  horizon  far, 

To  catch  the  canvas  of  thy  bark 

Creep  outward  from  the  shadows  dark 

Like  Morn's  arising  star." 


"  Father,  to  me  thy  grotto's  roof 
Is  sweeter  than  the  silken  woof 
Of  Persia's  curtains,  o'er  my  head, 
In  king's  or  prelate's  castle  spread. 
I  would  not  give  yon  fountain  near, 
Dashing  its  waters  wild  and  clear 
O'er  that  grey  boulder  tall, 
For  the  famed  juice  of  Lesbos  vine, 
Or  rocky  Scio's  purple  wine, 
And  yonder  ever  shifting  scene 
Of  distant  sea,  and  valley  green, 
To  me  is  more  than  all 
The  pleasures  of  the  wassail  hour, 
The  fantasy  of  pomp  and  power 
And  kingly  canopy. 
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And  give  me  love  of  friend  like  thee, 
Affection  true  as  man's  could  be, 
And  her  whose  southern  glances  still 
With  lovely  might  subdue  my  will, 
And  make  me  love  the  nameless  grace 
Of  one  of  Othman's  hated  race. 
Oh,  give  me  these  ! — away  the  hall, 
The  revel  rout,  the  painted  wall, 
The  song  to  speed  the  sombre  night, 
The  cup  to  shadow  Mem'ry's  flight, 
When,  through  the  hemispheres  of  Mind, 
Woe,  like  a  death  light  on  the  wind 
Illumes  the  distant  sky. 


"  Father  1    believe  with  roving  prow, 
I  do  not  seek  thy  grotto  now 
For  benison  or  cheer ; 
Nor  come  to  tell  the  sins  I  own 
Confessed  before  my  Saviour's  Throne 
With  bended  knee  and  tear  : 
But  for  the  wisdom  given  by  God 
To  those  who  have  devoutly  trod 
The  footsteps  of  our  Lord — 
Yes,  Father  !    I  have  come  to  thee 
For  counsel  in  extremity ; 
And  seas  have  not  delay'd  my  bark, 
Nor  rocky  isle,  or  tempest  dark, 
Or  Moslem's  vengeful  sword. 
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"  Six  times  has  night  with  pallid  brow 
Watched  the  swift  passage  of  my  prow  ; 
Six  times  the  silver  lights  of  morn 
Have  glinted  on  the  western  storm, 
Since  Lehel,  bravest  of  my  band, 
Fell  by  a  foe's  assassin  hand — 
Fell  in  the  midst  of  wassail  hour, 
When,  feasting  in  my  eerie  tower, 
He  thought  not  foe  beside. 
Father  !    from  where  the  assassin  came 
I  know  not,  but  his  hated  name — 
'  Abdul,  the  Haughty,5  this  I  know — 
The  Christian's  most  detested  foe  ; 
And  oft  has  he,  when  night  steals  o'er 
The  unprotected  Christian  shore, 
The  slumb'ring  peasant  waked — 
Awaked  within  his  heart  to  feel 
The  vengeful  point  of  Moslem  steel ; 
And  see  the  partner  of  his  joys — 
The  mother  of  his  infant  boys — 
Torn  from  his  arms  to  cross  the  wave 
The  hated  Moslem's  weeping  slave." 


Silent  the  ancient  monk  remain'd, 
As  by  imperious  thought  restrain'd, 
Deep  in  his  aged  mind  that  burn'd  ; 
And  ever  to  the  ground  he  turn'd 
A  contemplative  eye. 
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At  length,  he  raised  his  eye  of  thought, 

As  if  a  Voice  within  had  taught 

The  words  of  his  reply. 

"  Leslie  !     The  words  of  Heaven  are  writ, 

For  every  sin  repentance  fit ; 

For  every  murder's  cowardly  blow 

The  assassin's  blood  shall  surely  flow. 

Be  sure  if  Abdul  'scape  thy  sword, 

The  Vengeance  of  the  Christian  Lord 

Shall  meet  him  on  his  way, 

When  least  expected,  and  shall  fall 

Upon  his  ear  an  awful  call 

That  bids  him  haste  away — 

Dread  as  the  sound  amid  the  Gloom 

Of  Egypt's  midnight  hour, 

Which  call'd  her  first-born  to  the  tomb, 

And  shook  the  Tyrant's  power. 

So  God  shall  fight  upon  thy  side 

In  might  to  quell  the  Othman's  pride  ; 

And  though  thy  banner  kiss  the  wave, 

And  thou  art  doomed  the  Moslem's  slave, 

Yet  God  mysteriously  directs 

His  purposes  below, 

From  every  ill  a  good  reflects, 

In  every  joy  is  woe. 

Go  on  and  conquer,  noble  knight, 

And  God  in  Heaven  shall  give  thee  might — 

Might  when  the  Paynim's  lances  shine 

Like  diamonds  sparkling  in  the  mine 
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Amid  the  gloom  of  night, 
Or  stars  that  on  a  midnight  lake 
Amid  the  ruffled  waters  shake 
Their  sparkling  points  of  light. 


"  But  yester  morn  a  bark  there  came 

From  Omar's  Castle  on  the  main — 

Young  Selim  held  the  high  command 

Of  comrades ;    his  a  chosen  band 

Of  Rovers  bold  and  free. 

In  hottest  haste  he  sought  me  here  ; 

And  something  in  his  voice  of  fear 

Constrain'd  me  to  enquire  the  cause, 

And  bid  him  in  his  greeting  pause — 

'  My  son,  what  aileth  thee  ?  * 

c  What  aileth  me  ' — my  Father's  eye 

Is  quick  to  scan  anxiety. 

Last  eve  was  Abdul's  flag  of  green 

From  Omar's  watch-tower  dimly  seen  : 

He  rounded  safely,  though  the  gale 

Snatch'd  from  the  sheets  his  topmost  sail, 

And  dropp'd  the  anchor  of  his  bark, 

Just  as  the  shades  of  evening  dark 

Crept  upward  o'er  the  sea. 


"  I  guess'd  from  where  the  Pasha  came, 
I  knew  the  haughty  Adbul's  name — 
6  Son  of  the  Faithful,  thus  it  went, 
The  Christian's  scourge  by  Allah  sent.' 
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I  enter'd  Omar's  Council  hall : 

I  heard  their  purpose,  plans,  and  all : 

I,  the  poor  youth,  too  tame  to  ride 

Beside  the  Lordly  Omar's  side  ; 

I,  deemed  the  slave  to  harp  and  string, 

And  only  fit  to  weep  and  sing, 

By  none  observed,  or  heeded  not, 

Heard  the  dark  Abdul's  secret  plot  ! — 

*  High  powers  from  Stamboul's  Court  I  bear — 

See  the  Great  Signior's  scroll  is  there, 

The  Pashas  of  the  mainland  towers 

Shall  aid  me  with  their  banded  powers  ; 

Man  corvette  swift  and  galley  well, 

And  let  the  breeze  their  canvas  swell, 

Till  every  vessel  safely  rides 

Beneath  this  castle's  rugged  sides. 

Here  I  with  noble  Omar  stay 

Till  all  your  ships  are  in  the  bay. 

Then  shall  I  drop  my  canvas  down, 

And  Allah  !    may  not  tempest  frown, 

And  burst  with  squall  and  thunder  hoarse 

Upon  my  vessel's  straining  course, 

As  on  this  dreadful  day. 

We'll  steal  at  midnight  on  the  fort — 

I  know  each  gate  and  galley  port 

And  secret  entrance  way ; 

And  once  in  Heila's  halls,  good-bye 

To  all  her  flower  of  Chivalry.'  " 
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SWEETLY  the  glowing  landscape  lies, 

And  smiles  towards  the  summer  skies  : 

Each  flower  unfolds  its  petal  leaf ; 

And  in  the  field  each  golden  sheaf 

Rustles  its  head  a  little  while, 

Then  stays  to  bask  beneath  the  smile 

Of  yonder  harvest  sun. 

But  lo  !  from  out  that  mountain  gorge, 

Behold,  the  thunder  clouds  emerge 

Their  massive  columns  dun ; 

And  gloom  usurps  the  place  of  day  : 

The  dancing  smiles  are  swept  away 

And  in  their  place  the  pallid  ray 

Of  lightning  holds  the  regal  sway, 

And  glints  amid  the  Gloom. 

And  so  was  Leslie's  face  I  ween  ; 

At  first  the  dancing  smile  was  seen 

Like  Angel's  from  the  tomb ; 

But  stern  and  dark  the  storm  arose, 

Demons  of  good  and  evil  close, 

And  on  his  face  the  mortal  throes 
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Of  Passion  dance  and  blaze. 

"  God  of  my  fathers  !  is  it  so  ?  " 

He  raised  his  arm  to  heaven, 

"  Hath  Hell  or  man  conjured  the  blow 

That  takes  what  God  has  given." 

Then  lower'd  that  hand,  and  to  his  brow 

Press'd  it  to  stop  the  scenes  which  now 

Were  conjured  to  his  gaze. 

"  Father,"  he  said,  and  in  his  eye 

A  calmer  purpose  seem'd  to  lie, 

"  Forgive  my  transport,  on  mine  ear 

Such  news  hath  wrought  a  dreadful  fear, 

And  all  the  fierceness  of  my  hate 

This  fear  must  doubly  aggravate. 

There  is  a  secret  in  my  breast, 

Neither  to  man  nor  God  confess'd, 

That  I  will  tell  to  thee."— 

"  My  son  !  the  secrets  of  thy  heart 

Before  the  eye  of  God  must  start 

To  light  whate'er  they  be. 

Speak  on,  I  listen,  noble  knight!. 

The  escutcheon  of  thy  honour  bright, 

Like  the  deep  crystal  of  a  lake 

When  on  its  breast  the  moonbeams  shake, 

Can  never  clouded  lie." 

"  Father  !  my  sin — if  sin  it  be — 

Of  God  I  ask  forgiveness  free, 

And  on  His  grace  rely ; 

But  from  my  love  I  cannot  part, 
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I  cannot  change  my  human  heart, 

Nor  from  affection  dear  depart 

Whatever  priests  may  say. 

Not  long  it  is  since  my  rude  tower 

Was  more  to  me  than  lady's  bower  ; 

Not  long  to  me  were  sword  and  lance 

More  charming  than  a  lady's  glance  ; 

And  more  I  loved  on  yonder  tide 

To  see  the  graceful  sea-bird  glide 

Than  any  lady  gay 

Amid  the  dance,  or  hawking  ride 

Upon  her  palfrey  grey, 

And  view  her  falcon  soar  away, 

Then  swoop  like  lightning  on  its  prey 

Amid  the  clouds  of  morn — 

'Tis  past — and  now  such  thoughts  must  be 

Like  weeds  that  scatter'd  o'er  the  sea 

Are  remnants  of  the  storm. 

"  Fierce  were  the  winds  which  tore  my  sail ; 

And  loud  the  sea-bird's  screaming  wail 

Like  demons  'mid  the  gloom  ; 

While  through  the  midnight  storm  afar 

I  heard  the  breakers  roar, 

Wage  on  the  rocks  their  awful  war 

Upon  a  leeward  shore. 

Nearer — still  nearer  came  the  sound  ; 

And  higher  rose  the  seas  around 

That  bore  us  to  our  doom. 
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I  pray'd  upon  that  awful  hour, 

As  at  the  helm  I  stood, 

That  God  would  help  us  with  His  power 

To  'scape  the  tempest  flood  : 

I  swore  three  waxen  candles  tall, 

Three  silver  Crucifixes,  all 

Pd  give  to  Malta's  sacred  shrine 

If  it  should  please  the  Lord  divine 

To  save  us  from  the  sea. 

I  prayed,  and  soon  an  answer  came — 

A  tiny  spark  of  vivid  flame 

Shone  broadly  on  our  lee. 

Up  went  my  helm,  I  squared  away ; 

And  steer'd  me  for  the  beacon  ray ; 

While  in  our  wake  the  billows  poured ; 

And  round  our  bows  the  breakers  roared 

Like  disappointed  wolves. 

On  like  the  shaft  from  bow  is  driven, 

Or  meteor  to  the  wind  is  given ; 

So  sped  the  *  Sea-bird '  through  the  spray 

That  hid  the  entrance  to  the  bay, 

Where  shelter'd  by  a  jutting  cape 

The  calmer  waters  rippling  break 

Upon  the  rocky  shelves, 

High  towering  to  tremendous  cliffs  : 

And  'mid  the  storm  the  myrtle  lifts 

Its  crest,  which  we  can  dim  descry, 

Outlined  against  the  tempest  sky — 

A  bending,  weeping  form. 
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Onward  the  •  Sea-bird '  glided  still, 

With  flapping  sails  that  oft  would  fill, 

Towards  the  light,  whose  steady  ray 

Gleam'd  from  the  south  upon  the  bay, 

And  farther  lit  the  storm. 

Just  where  the  rippling  water  laps 

The  cliffs,  that  o'er  it  frown, 

High  tower'd  the  light,  and  on  my  caps 

The  topsails  flutter'd  down  : 

Splash  went  the  anchor  in  the  tide  ; 

And  soon  the  c  Sea-bird '  'gan  to  ride, 

And  waited  for  the  morn. 

"  I  knelt  upon  the  *  Sea-bird's '  deck, 

And  thanked  the  God  of  Heaven — 

Praised  be  His  Name  Who  from  the  wreck 

And  storm  had  safety  given  ! — 

Praised  be  His  Name  Who  through  the  dark 

Had  guided  well  my  stagg'ring  bark 

By  yonder  tiny  flame  : 

No  other  help,  I  ween,  was  nigh 

But  God  in  my  extremity — 

Blest  be  His  Holy  Name  ! 

"  I  rose — still  tower'd  the  flame  above, 
Like  the  undying  light  of  Love 
Amid  the  gloom,  when  all  is  gone, 
And  even  Hope's  bright  fire  is  done — 
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And  shall  it  wane  amid  the  gloom  ? 

Is  love  so  mortal  ? — no  ! 

There  is  that  dreadeth  not  the  tomb 

Nor  shape  of  human  woe. 

There  is  a  love  that  friends  may  chide, 

And  foes  with  venom'd  tongues  deride  ; 

But  yet  amid  the  night  of  years 

It  calmly  shineth  on, 

And  brighter,  purer  still  appears 

When  all  its  hopes  are  gone. 

Thus  steadfast  on  the  towering  height 

That  tiny  flame  upon  the  night 

Its  heavenly  beauty  cast ; 

And  steadier  seem'd  amid  the  gust 

That  ever  and  anon  would  burst 

Than  when  the  squall  was  past. 

I  gazed  entranced  upon  the  flame, 

Till  sudden  on  my  mind  there  came 

A  fix'd  desire,  though  mingling  fear, 

To  view  that  sparkling  flame  anear. 

"  Dark  were  the  rocks,  that  fring'd  the  edge 
Of  the  tall  precipice's  ledge  ; 
And  narrow  was  the  path  I  ween — 
Scarce  footing  for  a  goat  had  been, 
Which  up  that  steep  and  rugged  cliff 
Had  led  me  from  my  tiny  skiff. 
Fierce  on  my  unprotected  form 
Shock'd  in  full  course  the  midnight  storm : 
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The  path  would  broaden  to  an  ell ; 

And  bold  the  rugged  cliff  would  swell 

O'er  the  dark  wave  below, 

Mantled  by  creepers  growing  there 

Like  hanging  gardens  rich  and  rare, 

Now  swaying  in  the  tempest  air 

Alternate  to  and  fro. 

Now  narrowing  scarcely  would  it  lend 

A  footing  for  a  climber  bold, 

Or  sharply  round  a  corner  bend, 

Show  where  the  stormy  waters  roll'd 

White  on  the  open  sea. 

But  still  undauntedly  I  climbed  ; 

And  oft  about  my  form  entwined 

The  waving  creepers  free, 

Like  Gorgon  arms  stretch'd  forth  to  draw 

The  climber  to  Destruction's  jaw. 

But  on — though  howl'd  the  winds,  and  high 

The  rocky  turrets  met  the  sky, 

I  held  the  mid  career. 

By  hand  and  foot  and  steady  glance, 

Slowly,  but  sure,  was  my  advance 

Till  lo  !  the  light  was  near. 

"  Broad  was  the  platform  now  attain'd ;. 
And  scarcely  was  my  mood  restrain'd 
To  climb  yon  lattice  tall : 
By  something  near  akin  to  fear 
I  stay'd  beneath  the  wall ; 
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And  ponder'd — if  a  band  appear 

How  can  I  'scape  at  all  ? 

But  stifling  in  my  breast  the  cry 

Unworthy  of  a  race  so  high, 

I  drew  the  Moslem  turret  nigh ; 

And  heard  the  winds  of  midnight  loud 

Rush  on  its  walls  from  yonder  cloud, 

Then  pass  on  their  career. 

I  mark'd  its  walls  of  sombre  stone ; 

Its  sculptured  ornaments  o'erthrown ; 

The  ruin'd  doorway  dimly  seen 

Conceal'd  within  its  wreaths  of  green, 

And  the  tall  lattice  whence  there  came— 

Alas,  no  steadfast  beacon  flame. 

"  Though  high  the  lattice,  yet  I  strain'd 
Each  muscle  stiff — the  sill  was  gain'd — 
I  inly  search'd — 'twas  ruined  all, 
Save  the  high  arch  and  turret  wall ; 
And  the  lone  lattice  gaping  wide 
To  the  storm  wind  that  swept  the  tide. 
I     stayed  not  there — far,  far  below 
I  heard  a  laughing  cascade  flow ; 
And  by  a  star  blink  cast  from  heaven, 
A  thousand  bending  groves  were  given ; 
And  the  long  wash  of  foamy  waves 
On  amber  beach  and  dusky  caves. 
I  wander'd  on,  the  storm  had  passed ; 
And  the  pale  moon  sail'd  high  at  last, 
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When  'neath  a  jasmin  tree  I  drew, 
And  there  my  form  exhausted  threw. 
Close  by  a  tender  rose  I  lay, 
Clad  in  my  Moslem  trappings  gay, 
Asleep  beside  the  evening  sea,' 
LulPd  by  the  isle's  tranquillity ; 
And  fann'd  by  Zephyrs  of  the  breeze 
Sighing  through  groves  of  orange  trees, 
And  burden'd  by  the  scent  of  flowers 
Growing  in  Hadyar's  lonely  bowers. 
I  dreamt — and  vision'd  saw  before 
My  sleeping  eyes  a  picture  soar 
Which  priest  nor  paladin  of  yore 

Had  caught  in  font  or  prayer  : 
Beside  the  gruesome  turret  gray 
Meseem'd  that  slumb'ring  hour  I  lay ; 

And  burning  steadfast  there 
Above  me  from  a  gaping  rent 
Along  its  shatter'd  battlement 

That  beacon's  mystic  glare. 

"  When  lo  !  before  my  fearful  gaze, 
Within  its  Heaven-enkindled  blaze 
Rose  Stamboul,  tower,  and  town — 
And  island  strand  and  moonlit  sea, 
And  many  a  Paynim  signorie 
From  Atlas  sloping  down ; 
All  limn'd  in  dyes  they  seem'd  to  be 
As  mark  such  eastern  empery, 
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Like  pictured  scenes  of  ancient  days 
From  out  a  temple's  broken  maze 
Upon  the  startled  Bedouin  blaze, 
In  dazzling  portraiture  and  clear 
Of  victor  march  and  funeral  bier  : 
And  all  that  pagan  wisdom  gave 
To  guide  the  life  and  light  the  grave — 
Like  such  upon  my  vision  came, 
Robed  in  the  midnight  cloud  of  flame, 
Lands  that  mine  eye  had  seen  of  yore, 
And  many  a  new  and  stranger  shore. 

"  Yes,  Father  !  by  the  light  of  Heaven  ! 
Was  ever  such  to  warrior  given, 
As  shifting  lights  upon  a  sea 
Aflame  with  sunset-imagery 

Of  crimson  and  of  gold, 
Came  floating  gently  unto  me 
Full  many  a  pageant  mystery 

That  living  flame  unroll'd. 
Unknown,  unknowable  they  passed 
On  wings  of  fire  away  ; 
Upon  the  night  their  blazon  cast 
A  pure  yet  burning  ray, 
And  ever  by  that  turret  fast 
I  gazed  my  soul  away : 
Till,  lo  !  all  living  colours  there, 
All  hues  that  may  on  Darkness  stare 

From  Heaven's  embattled  wold, 
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Centred  in  one  fair  imagery 
Of  golden  beach  and  moonlit  lea, 
And  aged  priest  on  bended  knee, 
Ensandall'd  and  bestoled. 

"  Upon  a  cross,  beside  him  laid, 
One  hand  his  bended  posture  staid, 

The  other  held  on  high 
A  golden  Crucifix  ablaze, 
Emboss'd  with  gems  bedazzling  maze, 
Oh  !  bless'd  indeed  whose  dying  gaze 

Shall  on  that  symbol  lie  ! — 
Symbol  of  Agony  and  tears, 
And  light' ner  of  our  sinful  fears 

When  shall  thy  glory  die  ! 

"  Cold  as  the  moonbeams  straying  dim 
Upon  the  broken  fountain's  brim, 
And  fair  as  slumb'ring  cherubim, 

The  face  of  death  below. 
Torn  was  the  surcoat  on  his  breast ; 
His  mail  to  many  a  dint  confest  ; 
His  helmet  cleft  and  shorn  his  crest 
By  one  tremendous  blow. 
Encased  in  steel,  his  warrior  hand 
Still  firmly  grasp'd  his  shiver 'd  brand  : 
And  well  his  arm  in  might  array'd 
That  weapon's  pond'rous  weight   had  sway'd. 
Yes,  like  a  vanquish'd  paladin 
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That  fallen  Knight  beseem'd, 
His  vow  to  strive,  his  hope  to  win 
Where  the  bright  Jesu  beam'd. 
And  ever  by  his  side  there  knelt 

That  Prophet  gray  and  old  ; 
And  many  a  prayer  for  mercy  spelt, 

And  many  a  symbol  told ; 
And  ever  as  he  pray'd  and  knelt 

Upheld  that  Cross  of  gold. 

"  When,  lo  !  one  little  ray  of  light, 
Scarce  larger  than  had  fray'd  the  night 

Forth  from  a  bulbul's  nest, 
Stray'd  o'er  the  lea  and  crimson  sand, 
Then,  shudd'ring  on  the  shiver'd  brand, 

Shone  on  his  martial  breast. 
And  instant  o'er  his  features  stray'd 
A  tint  as  that  of  bashful  maid 
When  first  in  bridal  robes  array'd. 

"  As  Angel  on  his  wayward  quest 

May  sleep  the  livelong  day, 
Dreaming  of  all  he  loves  the  best 

Hid  where  his  Eden  lay, 
LulPd  by  the  scent  the  flowerets  shed, 
Becrown'd  by  flowers  and  garlanded 

With  many  a  roseate  ray, 
So  slept  the  fallen  Paladin ; 

So  wept  the  flowerets  fair  ; 

58 


LEYLI 

So  did  the  sun  declining  win 

O'er  the  blue  Ocean  there. 
And  as  that  Seraph  when  the  day 
Has  shed  its  last  becrimson'd  ray 

Springs  from  the  flowery  mead, 
So  from  his  slumber's  red  repose, 
So  from  his  couch  the  Warrior  rose 

All  in  his  martial  weed. 
Down  to  the  ground  his  shiver'd  brand, 
The  plated  gauntlet  left  his  hand, 

His  batter'd  helmet  rang  ; 
Back  from  his  brows  the  locks  withdrew, 
And  from  his  eyes,  beset  with  dew, 

The  darkest  lightning  sprang. 
Before  him  still  unalter'd  knelt 

That  wondrous  Prophet  old  ; 
And  many  a  prayer  divinely  spelt, 
Of  many  a  rapture  told  ; 
And  ever  as  he  pray'd  and  knelt 

Upheld  that  Cross  of  gold. 
His  eyes  were  upturn'd,  and  his  face 

Shone  with  a  mystic  ray, 
Soft  as  the  tints  that  sunsets  chase 

On  Autumn's  ebbing  day ; 
Light  as  the  beams  that  fringe  the  sea, 
Where  the  white  isles  of  ocean  be, 

On  myriad  crystals  play ; 
And  as  the  star  fires  of  the  Night 
From  out  her  mantle  burning  bright, 

But  purer  still  than  they. 
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'Twas  as  the  light  on  Jordan's  wave, 
Forth  from  the  skies  that  Eden  gave, 

Had  on  those  features  shone, 
And  graved  them  in  the  hallow'd  kiss 
With  the  deep  radiant  smiles  of  bliss ; 
But  all  unknown  to  him  I  wis 

Who  prayed  divinely  on. 
From  the  dark  river's  eddying  stream 

To  yonder  broken  well, 
Fantastic  deck'd  by  many  a  beam, 

The  warrior's  glances  fell ; 
And  straying  Eastward  marked  the  rill, 
From  out  that  fountain's  bosom  still, 
Wind  down  the  flowery  steep,  and  fill 

With  laughing  music  far 
The  brooding  air,  and  floating  free 
Above  the  rose-bespangled  lea 
Strike  many  a  silvery  symphony 

Out  to  the  lone  sea  bar. 


"  Then,  as  the  bird  from  greenwood  nest — 

The  infant  bird  may  see 
Upon  the  ground  with  bleeding  breast 

Its  parents'  agony, 

Who  from  the  serpent's  fang  hath  wrung 
At  cost  so  dear  its  helpless  young, 

The  Knight  the  Priest  beheld. 
And  as  he  gazed,  the  lightning  dimm'd 
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Within  his  glance  till  only  brimm'd 

Such  as  the  waters  held. 
Press'd  to  his  brow  one  swordless  hand  ; 
His  cheeks  with  banded  dew, 
As  spray-drops  gem  the  tawny  sand  ; 
Gone  his  proud  look  of  high  command, 

Close  to  the  seer  he  drew. 
And  then  beside  that  Prophet  old 

He  bent  his  armour'd  knee  ; 
And  then  he  kiss'd  the  Cross  of  gold, 
And  many  a  prayer  for  mercy  told, 

And  wept  his  paynimry. 

"  Still  shone  the  stars  serenely  down  ; 
Still  danced  they  on  the  mountains  brown 

In  many  a  pallid  beam  ; 
Still  'mong  the  reed  beds,  dark  and  dank, 
Gurgled  and  swoon'd  to  either  bank 

The  level  couched  stream. 
And  there  he  pray'd  and  there  he  wept  ; 
And  ever  to  the  Prophet  crept 

Anear,  and  yet  anear, 
Till  on  the  Cross,  uplifted,  leapt, 
As  where  an  Angel's  foot  had  stept, 

The  sparkle  of  a  tear. 
And  swelling  forth  that  drop  became 
Impregnate  with  a  stranger  flame, 
Which  fraying  Darkness  from  his  throne, 
Against  the  Warrior's  features  shone 
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With  brighter  ray  than  eye  hath  known. 

Firstling  of  Heaven  that  light  beseem'd, 

The  Healer  of  his  care ; 

Softly  it  chased,  and  softly  beam'd 

In  blissful  glory  there  ; 

Till  all  of  darkness,  all  of  sin 

Shrank  from  the  kneeling  Paladin. 

"  Then,  lo  !  a  sound,  from  distance  borne, 
Came  lisping  up  the  steep  as  Morn 

Outheralds  her  ascent, 
Or  as  a  flower  bell  in  its  fall 
On  the  sered  leaves  might  upward  call 

To  blossoms  o'er  it  bent. 
Distinct  it  came — the  laughing  rill, 
Entwining  silvery  on  the  hill, 
And  braiding  many  a  boulder  dark 
With  pallid  gleam,  the  eye  might  mark, 

Diversely  pulsed  and  peal'd. 
Yes,  so  dintinct  that  'twixt  each  sound 
Pale  Fancy  might  have  shaped  and  bound 

A  barrier  triple  steel'd. 
Then,  where  the  shroud  of  midnight  lay 

Deep,  dark,  impenetrable,  dread — 
A  shadowy  paleness — 'twas  a  ray 

New-born  awaking  from  the  dead, 
And  gaining  lustre,  rent  aside 
Night's  curtain,  and  behold  a  tide  ! — 
A  dusky  water  caught  the  glow 
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That  palely  lit  the  world  below  ; 
Like  rainbow  wither'd  into  one 
Pale  emerald  unity  there  won 
Across  that  sea  an  arch  full  spann'd, 
Binding  with  this  a  farther  land. 

"  Father  !  thine  eye  hath  centred  deep 
Where  the  blest  saints  of  Allah  sleep 

The  Judgment  Throne  anear ; 
Father,  thy  hope  hath  been  to  win 
Thy  soul,  and  purge  from  secret  sin 

On  bended  knee  and  tear  : 
But,  oh,  thine  eye  hath  never  been 
Uplifted  o'er  that  radiant  scene  ! 
Never  to  mortal  sight  before 
UnveiPd  such  tranced  wonder  bore  ! 
Rent  was  the  dusky  mantle  far — 
I  saw  the  rill  enwinding  jar 
A  granite  boulder's  might  display'd 
In  midway  torrent,  trembling  stay'd, 
And  leaping  down  and  foaming  far, 
Laugh,  lull  and  kiss  the  sluicy  bar 
In  tender  madness— o'er  the  sea 
The  bridge  fared  arching  silverly ; 
Unpillar'd  o'er  the  flood  below, 
It  reach'd  yon  land  whose  mountains  grow, 
EnclifFd  and  cragg'd  from  out  the  deep, 
And  ridged  with  twilight  woods,  and  sweep 
Of  level  meadows.     Oh,  I  wis  ! 
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Father,  I  saw  the  land  of  Bliss. 

Self-robed  in  beauty,  'twas  to  me 

As  if  a  maid,  eye  earnestly, 

Beheld  within  her  lover's  gaze 

The  tender  fires  of  Passion  blaze  ; 

So  broadly  based,  so  mellow'd,  fair 

Were  land  and  tints  that  slumber'd  there. 

"  High  rolling  up,  one  mightier  hill 

From  the  lone  sea,  a  barrier  still, 

Impeded  sight,  till  cleft  in  twain 

It  left  from  beach  to  mountain  plain 

A  steep  defile,  o'er-arching  hung 

With  pines,  which  there  their  whispers  flung. 

So  far  their  hoary  heads  were  bent 

From  o'er  that  shatter'd  battlement, 

So  wide  each  branch,  so  lofty  grown 

Each  crest  its  fellow's  touch  might  own, 

Or  if  not  met,  scarce  granted  room 

For  passing  dove's  outfeather'd  plume. 

Within  the  portal,  midway  stood, 

Embattl'd  o'er  the  dusky  flood, 

An  Angel  with  outflaming  sword — 

A  Seraph  sentry  of  the  Lord  ; 

Such  as  a  Comet  sternly  stay'd 

In  arching  night  had  brightly  made  ; 

Such  one  by  Eden's  gate  display'd 

His  steel  to  man  degenerate  stray'd. 

And  rising  far  behind  him  gleam'd 
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A  light,  a  Saint  of  Heaven  had  dream'd, 
Where  palely  rose,  translucent,  kist 
With  mingling  gold  and  amethyst ; 
And  fringing  waves  of  varying  hue 
O'er  cliff  and  peak  a  radiance  threw, 
Till  palely  far,  and  farther  shed, 
It  slept  on  ocean's  emerald  bed. 


"  Like  the  white  lily  downward  bent 
Before  the  midnight  zephyr  sent ; 
As  deeply  buried  in  the  lea, 
O'er-moss'd  with  sylvan  pageantry, 
The  little  flowerets,  primly  hid, 
Awaited  Dawn's  uplifted  lid, 
That  aged  Prophet  lowly  laid. 
As  dew-drops  sparkling  to  enbraid, 
With  rilly  bliss,  the  rose's  shade, 
So  tranquil  o'er  his  features  stray'd 
Translucent  beams — oh,  blest  to  be  ! 
Chased  into  deep  humility. 
But  when  the  breath  of  eve  is  past, 
And  dewy  lushfulness  at  last 
Settles  on  every  flowery  head, 
Then  tall  above  its  emerald  bed 
The  lily  rears,  ah,  purest  !  blest  ! 
To  Heaven  and  God  her  foamy  crest, 
So  rose  the  Seer — oh,  rapture  true  ! 
In  orby  stretch  the  streamers  flew, 
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And  o'er  his  face,  beset  with  dew, 
A  more  Seraphic  glory  threw. 


"  '  Arise  ! — Arise  ! '  the  Prophet  said, 
'  And  gird  thee  now,  the  night  is  sped, 

The  Day  Star  draweth  near — 
Arise  !  the  blissful  journey  share, 
Nor  longer  turn  thee  unto  prayer 

With  bended  knee  and  tear  : 
For,  lo  !  the  answer  through  the  Night 
Hath  spread  its  orby  trail  of  light. 
The  ridge  is  steep,  the  bridge  is  frail ; 
But,  lo  !  upheld  we  shall  not  fail, 
And  clothed  in  light  and  glory  be 
Saints  of  the  Lord  eternally.' 
Adown  the  steep  entwining  fair, 
Hand  within  hand  they  journey'd  there, 

And  reach'd  the  lone  sea-shore  ; 
They  cross'd  the  bar,  their  feet  resign'd 
To  step  the  bridge  which  palely  lined 

The  dusky  ocean  o'er  ; 
While  ever  and  anon  a  bar 
Of  light,  or  darkly  burning  star 
Roll'd  o'er  the  waste  of  waters  far 

To  Night's  remotest  verge, 
And  shining  for  a  moment  fair 
In  stationary  splendour  there 
Sank  in  a  blood-red  surge  ; 
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As  if  the  souls  of  those  who  bore 
A  careless  step  to  yonder  shore, 
Rent  from  its  marge,  had  rolPd  away 
To  death  in  every  meteor  ray. 
The  tide  was  past,  the  beach,  at  last, 
Beneath  their  feet  in  amber  cast, 

Above  the  riven  hill, 
And,  then,  their  way  delightful  took 
By  rock  and  bank  and  flowery  nook, 

And  cool  pellucid  rill. 
"  Then  midnight  shaped  itself,  and  threw 
Its  frown  to  hide  that  lovely  view, 
And  dull  oblivion  wrapp'd  the  mind, 
Nor  left  one  blissful  thought  behind — 
No  dim-eyed  vision  o'er  the  sea, 
Not  e'en  the  Star  of  Memory. 
How  long  I  lay — No,  Father,  no, 
It  was  not  slumber's  peaceful  glow, 
The  mind  hath  rest — but  unto  me 
Each  after  act  was  agony. 
It  was  a  knowledge,  self-born,  yet 
Of  nothing,  Consciousness  beset 
With  shape  of  cloud  nor  sea — nor  less, 
Deep,  dim,  unending,  fathomless. 
There  on  the  billowy  vast  I  lay, 
A  wither'd  star  without  its  ray, 
A  Soul  that  Heaven  hath  cast  away — 
How  long  ? — till,  lo  !  disparted,  rent, 
O'er  the  far  steep  a  rainbow  lent. 
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"  Down  to  my  slumb'ring  form  there  came 
A  Peri,  touch'd  with  starlit  flame, 
Whose  face  was  beauteous  as  the  ray 
Of  moonlight  ere  it  melts  away  ; 
And  eyes  so  dark,  with  languor  deep, 
They  seem'd  like  Oceans  laid  to  sleep. 
As  Angel  views  with  holy  care 

The  Spirit  at  his  feet, 
Unconscious  still  that  he  must  bear, 
Immortal,  through  the  fields  of  air 

To  Allah's  Judgment  Seat, 
So  lovely  o'er  my  form  she  bent, 

A  maid  of  heavenly  guise, 
And  pity  to  her  features  lent 
A  look  like  that  bright  firmament 

Which  glows  o'er  Paradise. 
But,  lo  !  she  laid  her  gentle  hand 

A  moment  on  my  head, 
Spoke  but  a  whisper'd  soft  command, 
That  mind  nor  ear  might  understand, 

And  Voice  and  Vision  fled — 
Fled,  and  my  Spirit  inward  rose 

Tumultuous  in  its  power, 
Like  wretch  who  views  where  ocean  flows 
A  beauteous  nymph,  in  still  repose, 

Within  her  deep  sea  bower. 

"  I  woke — O  God  !  the  Vision  set, 
Mine  eyes  a  Moslem  maiden  met ; 
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So  fair,  so  beautiful  she  seem'd 
As  o'er  her  form  the  moonlight  stream'd, 
I  thought  the  Peri  of  my  sleep 
From  Paradise  had  come  to  weep 
Again  o'er  my  unholy  rest 
On  Moslem  ground,  in  Paynim  vest. 
She  spoke  not,  but  within  her  gaze 
A  look  of  wonder  seem'd  to  blaze  ; 
And  rose  her  rounded  bosom  white 
With  thrill  of  terror  at  the  sight ; 
Such  as  a  sudden  fear  might  swell 
The  bosom  of  the  wild  gazelle. 
But  still,  though  fearful  was  her  eye, 
And  thrilPd  her  frame,  she  did  not  fly  ; 
But  stood  like  goddess  born  to  keep 
Eternal  watch  o'er  those  who  sleep, 
Dreading  the  moment  when  the  start 
Of  wak'ning  tears  her  chain  apart — 
Let  maid  of  Naples  deign  to  show 
Her  languid  eye  and  breast  of  snow ; 
And  Scios'  lovely  maid  declare 
With  her  no  stranger  can  compare, 
Stand  on  her  western  rocks  and  sigh 
For  brighter  worth  to  match  her  eye — 
Come  all  the  maids  of  main  and  isle, 
Ye  cannot  match  my  Leyli's  smile. 

"  Gone — are  they  gone  ? — I  hear  them  still- 
Those  words  that  ling'ring  yet  must  thrill 
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My  heart,  like  Angel's  song  of  bliss, 

With  everlasting  loveliness. 

But  why,  alas,  speak  longer  now  ? 

Be  still !  be  still,  my  beating  heart  ! 
Cease  !  cease  to  throb,  my  fever'd  brow  ! 

Oh,  Passion,  tear  the  chain  apart ! 
Rise  in  thy  might,  proclaim  the  day 

Of  Vengeance  like  a  burning  isle, 
Rising  o'er  ocean  far  away 

With  lurid  and  malignant  smile, 
Breaks  from  the  night  to  redly  ope 
Upon  the  horizon  clouds  of  Hope. 
Ah,  foolish  thought !  you  will  not  fall 
Obedient  to  the  trumpet  call 
Of  Passion  and  her  threat'ning  train, 
But  think  of  love  that  now  is  vain, 
Torture  me  not,  ye  fiends  of  thought ! 
View,  faithless  love,  the  anguish  wrought  ! 
'Tis  vain — O  Leyli ! — false  but  fair  ! 
Deep  in  my  heart,  I  still  must  bear 
Affection  blighted,  still  must  wear 
The  chains  of  suffering  and  despair. 
For  ever  feel  the  tender  bliss 
That  linger'd  in  our  parting  kiss ; 
For  ever  hear  the  sweet  command, 

'  Come,  meet  me  in  the  dell,' 
Forever  see  her  snow-white  hand 

Wave  me  a  last  farewell " 

"  Leslie,  I  feel  howe'er  expressed 
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Dark  thoughts  that  will  not  be  repress'd, 
Swell  in  high  tumult  through  my  brain, 
Fraught  with  past  fears  and  vanish'd  pain, 
Lull,  calm  and  then  swell  high  again 

Like  billows  on  the  sea — 
Talk  not  to  me  of  counsel  wise, 
Of  shrift  or  prayer,  of  homilies — 

Behold  mine  agony  ! — 
And,  lo  !  the  Monk  in  silent  prayer, 
Beside  a  broken  pillar  there, 

Bent  low  his  aged  knee. 
Not  long — he  rose,  and  calmer  now 
Was  his  dark  eye  and  lofty  brow. 

"  Leslie,  look  round,  behold  the  place, 
Sad  remnants  of  a  vanish'd  race  : 
Yon  marble  portico  alone, 
Form'd  of  proud  Thebes'  costly  stone, 
And  yonder  noble  Grecian  arch 
Have  yet  defied  Time's  levelling  march. 
Behold  the  rest  !     how  wide  they  lie, 
Kiss'd  by  the  breezes'  sobbing  sigh  ; 
A  jasper  pillar  here  may  peep 

Amid  the  verdure  green, 
Like  amber  glancing  through  the  deep 

A  moment's  space  is  seen. 
Here  the  grand  work  of  Corinth  lies 
To  charm  the  sea-bird  as  it  flies, 
Low,  when  the  evening  lights  the  hill, 

71 


LEYLI 

And  gladdens  yonder  crystal  rill, 
With  sorrowing  wing  to  ponder  on 
The  wondrous  beauties  that  have  gone. 
There  the  work'd  frieze  and  Chapter  fill 
With  wild  delight  the  stranger  still ; 
Or  mark  the  Grecian  sculptor's  care 
To  deck  yon  sparkling  gallery  fair 
With  fruit  and  bird,  and  festoon  hung, 
And  hero's  feats  that,  now  unsung, 
Are  lost  amid  the  years." 

He  stopped — and  silence  reign'd  around 
On  portico  and  ruin'd  mound, 

And  fill'd  the  mind  with  fears  : 
Seem'd  though  the  spirits  of  the  dead 
Had  left  awhile  each  marble  bed, 

Charm'd  by  the  solitude  ; 
And  'neath  the  moonbeams  silent  wept ; 
And  mid  the  scatter'd  ruins  kept 

A  watch  of  woeful  mood. 
Yes,  ruin  reigned,  and  all  was  still, 
Save  the  wild  sea-bird's  accents  shrill ; 
Or  where  the  wavelets  on  the  sand 
In  laughing  ripples  broke, 
Or  the  hoarse  voice  of  the  turband 
The  silent  echoes  woke. 

"  Leslie,  to  this  wild  place  I  came 
To  tell  thee  of  my  race  and  name  ; 
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See  scatter'd  round  us,  far  and  wide, 
The  pagan  temple's  shatter'd  pride, 
The  altar  stone,  the  lofty  niche, 
Now  vacant  of  its  idol  rich, 
And  all  the  Ceremonials  high 
Which  charm'd  the  Grecian  sages'  eye. 

Fit  place  is  this  for  tale  so  dark 
As,  Leslie,  mine  must  be  ; 
Fit  place  for  mine  o'erburden'd  heart 

To  tell  its  sins  to  thee  ; 
Yes,  fitter  place  than  yonder  cell, 

Beneath  the  wild  fig  tree, 
Where  morn  and  eve  my  beads  I  tell, 

Low  bended  on  my  knee. 

"  Leslie,  didst  think  that  when  ye  came 
One  eve,  a  wand'rer  from  the  main — 
And  met  by  chance  a  hermit  stray, 
Weary  and  worn  on  yonder  way, 
Oh,  did  ye  think  that  ere  before, 
On  Christian  isle  or  Moslem  shore, 

You  scann'd  a  face  like  mine  ! 
Oh  !  was  there  no  accustom'd  mark, 
Like  star  to  guide  thee  in  the  dark, 

No  old  familiar  sign  ? 
I  wot  ye  did  not  know  my  face, 
But  wonder'd  in  such  lonely  place 

An  aged  priest  to  find. 
Look  at  these  features  old  and  gray, 
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Wasted  by  vigils  night  and  day 
To  purge  my  awful  sins  away — 
Look,  Leslie  !  look  ! — ye  cannot  know 
A  comrade  with  these  locks  of  snow  ; 
But  yet  thy  features,  ah,  so  well ! 
To  me  an  ancient  comrade  tell — 
The  Leslie,  true  and  kind. 

"  Start  not,  my  son  !  does  time  give  forth 
Like  rushing  breezes  from  the  North 

A  gust  of  memories  fled  ? 
Who  met  the  Leslie  in  the  port, 
Beside  St.  Elmo's  looming  fort  ? 
When  o'er  the  Western  wave  away 
Glow'd  the  red  tints  of  closing  day, 
What  time  his  galley  swiftly  came, 
Like  bolt  from  out  a  cloud  of  flame, 
And  brought  the  news  of  Moslem  host 
Rounding  the  capes  of  Langos  coast  : — 
*  And  o'er  the  wave  their  topsails  spring 
Like  flight  of  sea-gulls  on  the  wing 

Or  ocean  foam  is  spread.' 
Who — when  St.  John's  assembled  knights — 
The  heroes  of  a  hundred  fights, 

Held  feast  and  banquet  high ; 
And  the  Grand  Palace  echo'd  then 
The  toasts  of  Knights  and  Christian  men — 

Holding  high  revelry — 
Who  sat  beside  thee  in  the  hall, 
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Below  the  Priors — dost  recall  ? 

And  wonder'd  that  a  knight,  so  young, 

Had  thus  his  martial  life  begun 

So  signally  and  well. 
I  saw  the  Master  heed  thy  form 
With  admiration  true  and  warm  ; 
I  saw  him  at  the  banquet  stand 
And  clasp  thee  kindly  by  the  hand, 

And  thy  dread  message  tell. 


"  I  saw  the  Knights  there,  man  to  man, 
Their  neighbours'  startled  features  scan  : 
I  saw  them  glance  as  if  in  doubt, 
And  join  once  more  the  wassail  rout ; 
But  then  aghast — as  through  their  brain 
The  mighty  news  rang  out  again  ; 
And  stillness  reign'd — till  lo  !  the  cry  : — 
'  God  is  our  refuge — we  can  die  ; 
Though  weak  our  garrison,  behold  ! 
Our  walls  are  strong,  our  hearts  are  bold, 
And  oft  our  breasts  of  steel  have  rolPd 
The  Turkish  squadrons  back.' 
6  My  son,'  the  noble  Villiers  said, 
'  The  sun  shall  see  us  cold  and  dead, 

Or  broken  on  the  rack, 
Ere  Moslem  breaks  our  turrets  down, 
Or  Stamboul's  crescent  dares  to  frown 
Within  St.  John's  most  holy  town.' 
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"  But  need  I  tell  how  Stamboul's  Lord 
Surrounded  Rhodes  with  spear  and  sword  : 
How  bastion  frown'd  and  cannon  blazed  ; 
How  mine  was  made  and  turret  razed  ; 
And  all  that  Turkish  skill  could  form 
Of  stratagem  to  aid  the  storm 

Of  iron  shot  and  shell  ? 
What  need  relate  the  carnage  dread  ; 
The  host  of  our  illustrious  dead  ? 
The  Leslie  saw  the  great  who  died, 
Over  his  comrades  wept  and  sigh'd  ; 
And  rush'd  more  fiercely  on  the  foe 
To  parry  lance  and  bandy  blow, 
As  our  faint  Knights  could  tell. 
And  where  the  red  cross  of  his  shield 
Was  seen  upon  the  battle-field, 
There,  sure,  the  Moslem  columns  reel'd, 
And  there  the  cry  of  Leslie  peal'd — 

Of  triumph  lance  and  bow  ! — 
6  On,  Leslie,  on  ! — the  day  is  ours — 
See  !  how  they  break,  the  Moslem  powers, 

On  knights,  upon  the  foe  !  ' 

"  Weeks  pass'd  ;    but  still  without  the  Turks 

Fought  stubbornly  to  raise  their  works, 

And  shower'd  from  those  already  made 

Upon  our  walls  a  cannonade, 

With  all  the  skill  the  Moslems  know 

To  lay  a  tower  or  bastion  low. 
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One  eve,  when  on  St.  Elmo's  tower, 
I  stood  and  view'd  the  Turkish  power, 
And  mark'd  the  moonbeams  glinting  far 
On  all  their  panoply  of  war  ; 
I  saw  the  guards  around  it  pace, 
Stalwart  and  swarthy  as  the  race 

Of  Ammon's  Sons  of  old  : 
I  saw  the  gorgeous  dress  they  wore  : 
I  saw  the  diamonds  flashing  o'er 

Each  guardsman's  turban  fold. 
I  mark'd,  and  as  I  mark'd  there  rose 
Within  my  mind  a  stern  repose, 
A  purpose  fix'd  as  death. 
I  look'd  upon  the  moonlit  sea, 
Upon  the  wavelets  coursing  free  ; 

I  look'd  to  heaven  and  earth. 
Whatever  comes  it  is  the  same  ; 
To  live  is  death,  to  die  is  fame  ; 
I  cannot  live  to  be  a  slave  ; 
De  Gozon's  knight  prefers  the  grave. 
Thus  pond'ring  there,  I  mark'd  the  moon 
Descend  behind  a  bank  of  gloom, 

And  all  was  midnight  as  the  tomb. 
***** 

"  In  silence  deep  as  death  we  pass'd 

The  postern  in  the  wall ; 
And  gather'd  'neath  its  shadow  fast 

Ten  chosen  knights  in  all : 
We  heard  the  sentries'  heavy  tread 
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Upon  the  bastion  overhead ; 

Or  farther,  where  the  Moslems  lay, 

The  atabals  and  cymbals  play 

That  drown'd  their  watchful  call. 
And  all  at  once  a  gun  would  flame 

Like  lightning  through  the  gloom  ; 
The  rushing  shot  destructive  came, 

A  messenger  of  doom  ; 
And  the  loud  crash  of  fallen  stone, 
As  ancient  battlements,  overthrown, 

Fell  headlong  in  the  ditch, 
Was  mingled  with  a  sentry's  groan, 
Which  fainter  grew,  till  naught  was  known 
But  the  far  Ocean's  ceaseless  moan, 
Where  billows  toss  and  pitch. 

"  '  Brothers  !  in  yonder  holy  pile 

The  Monks  have  shrived  us  all ; 
To-night  for  our  most  holy  isle 

Ten  chosen  knights  shall  fall. 
But,  brothers,  there  is  fame  to  win 

By  this  great  deed  of  arms ; 
Come,  out  our  swords,  and  let  us  in 

Among  those  Moslem  swarms.' 
We  treaded  silently  along 

The  Othmans'  tented  line  : 
We  heard  their  wild  and  barb'rous  song, 
And  gave  their  countersign  : 
We  saw  the  startled  warriors  mark, 
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And  to  our  armour'd  clamour  hark 

Beside  the  dying  fire, 
Then  cast  themselves  upon  the  ground, 
And  curse  their  comrades  for  the  sound 

With  all  a  Moslem's  ire. 
But  now  we  near'd  the  Sultan's  tent, 
And  swords  were  grasp'd  and  brows  were  bent 

More  desperately  I  ween  : 
Then  with  one  prayer  to  God  on  high, 
I  raised  the  Christians'  battle  cry, 
Just  as  a  straggling  moonbeam  came 
Glinting  along  the  western  main, 

And  lighted  up  the  scene. 

"  But  what  avails  me  now  to  tell 
How  my  devoted  comrades  fell — 
To  sea  and  earth  they  bade  farewell 

Before  they  join'd  the  fight. 
We  gain'd  their  Sultan's  tent,  t'would  seem ; 
And  many  a  wild  unearthly  scream 

Proclaim'd  his  ladies'  fright  : 
We  pierced  his  couch — alas,  renown  ! 
Pull'd  all  the  tented  splendour  down  ; 
And  stamp'd  upon  his  golden  crown 

In  disappointed  rage. 
He  'scaped — and  now  the  Moslem  host, 
Like  billows  pouring  on  a  coast, 

Rush'd  on  us  to  engage. 
Awhile  we  stood  their  battle  shock ; 
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And  then  our  band  began  to  rock, 

And  separating  fell. 
Oh,  heaven  !  it  was  a  noble  sight 
To  see  that  band  of  heroes  fight 
By  the  pale  moonbeam's  quiv'ring  light, 
And  standing  firmly  in  their  might 

Amid  the  battle  swell. 
The  Moslem  conquer'd — all  was  o'er — 
I  slipp'd  upon  my  comrades'  gore, 
Reel'd,  wounded,  stagger'd — knew  no  more, 
Nor  heard  the  battle's  slack'ning  roar 
Within  my  ears,  like  winds  and  waves, 
Sobbing  and  dying  in  the  caves 

Of  Ocean  far  away. 

I  woke— O  God  !  "—He  bow'd  his  head  ; 
And  at  the  moment  to  its  bed 

Sank  midnight's  pallid  ray. 
"  Leslie  !  'tis  well,  I  could  not  dare 
To  tell  thee  all  the  sins  I  bare 

Within  mine  aged  breast. 
I  could  not  on  thy  features  brook 
The  starting  tear,  the  pitying  look, 

Thy  gen'rous  mind  confest — 
Alas  ! — my  pride  can  nothing  tame  ! 
The  haughty  heart,  the  pride  of  name 

Is  never  dispossess'd. 
I  woke — and  o'er  me  bending  low, 
I  saw  the  Christian's  hated  foe — 
Hassan  the  Moor,  who  to  our  coast 
80 


LEYLI 

Had  come  with  Stamboul's  countless  host 
'  Praise  Allah  !  and  his  Prophet  high  ! 
The  Nazarene  hath  oped  his  eye  ; 
I  thought  but  now  no  mortal  man 
Could  save  him  from  the  dark  Seitan. 
Thou  Christian  dog  !     I'd  surely  give 
My  Pasha's  tails  to  see  thee  live  ; 
For  well  do  I  remember,  now, 
Thy  fear-inspiring  Christian  prow, 
And  the  dark  harm  ye  did  to  me, 
When  once,  amid  our  festal  glee, 
Ye  took  my  castk  stealthily.' 

"  Alas,  a  slave  !  what  soul  can  know 
The  utter  agony  and  woe 

Of  such  an  awful  state  ; 
Unless  like  me  he  stood  in  thrall, 
Chain'd  to  a  galley's  mainmast  tall, 

To  ponder  on  his  fate  ? 
O  God  of  Heaven  !     My  brain  was  fire ; 
My  haughty  heart  was  mad  with  ire  ; 
And  had  my  hand  been  free,  I  ween, 
Another  day  I  ne'er  had  seen 

For  ever  more  again. 
But  no — they  mock'd  me  as  I  stood — 
The  coward  curs  !  the  Moslem  brood  ! 
And  laugh'd  to  scorn  my  furious  mood. 
They  jeer'd  my  efforts  to  be  free  ; 
And  pointed  with  a  fiendish  glee, 
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Where  Rhodes,  now  broadly  on  our  lee, 
Smiled  o'er  the  rippling  main. 

0  God  !  like  Heaven  that  city  seem'd ; 
And  far  its  marble  causeway  gleam'd, 
And  I  a  soul  rebellious  driven 

Forth  seem'd  from  that  enchanting  heaven, 
St.  Elmo  still  upon  the  shore 
The  Brotherhood's  broad  banner  bore, 
And  seem'd  as  yester-night  the  same 
When  fix'd  my  purpose  high, 

1  swore,  by  God's  Almighty  Name, 
A  Christian  knight  to  die. 

And  is  it  so  ! — Such  feelings  strong 

Within  my  bosom  roll'd, 
When,  lo  !  the  Church-bell  of  St.  John 

From  that  fair  City  toll'd. 


"  It  chang'd  my  mood  ;  the  tears  fell  down  ; 
I  ceased  to  madly  strain  and  frown, 

And  like  a  child  became. 
The  Moslems  saw  my  change  of  mood  : 
They  felt — at  least  they  understood 

The  lion  now  was  tame  ; 
And  left  me  to  myself  awhile, 
To  watch  mine  own  delightful  isle 
Amid  its  countless  roses  smile 

To  aggravate  my  woe. 
Oh,  sons  of  Othman  !  can  ye  now 
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Before  your  Prophet's  altar  bow 

And  say  his  law  ye  know  ? 
And  yet  the  Christian  knight  and  peer 
You  decimate  with  sword  and  spear  ; 
And  'gainst  their  walls  your  turrets  rear 
With  all  the  rancour  born  of  fear, 

A  never-dying  hate. 
But  pass  thou  on — the  God  of  Heaven 
To  every  state  a  time  hath  given 
To  help  the  good  and  punish  ill ; 
And  He  Who  made  can  mark  thee  still. 
If  thou  hast  fail'd,  behold  the  hour 
Draws  near  to  blast  thy  vaunted  power  ! 
And,  lo  !  the  awful  tempest's  lour 
Shall  hurl  thee  to  thy  fate. 

"  And  pass  we  on — a  knight  no  more  ; 
A  slave,  I  pull  a  galley's  oar, 
Chain'd  to  a  seat  and  bound  to  feel 
The  cut  of  whip,  the  prick  of  steel, 
And  see,  rejoiced,  my  foeman  there 
Regard  me  with  vindictive  stare, 
And  jeer  at  my  profound  despair. 
Yes,  pass  we  on — I  will  not  give 
Thine  ear  the  horrors  dark  that  live 

Within  such  living  tomb. 
Suffice,  in  Stamboul's  port  we  lay 
Her  Sultan's  pleasure  to  obey  ; 

But  scarcely  was  there  room — 
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So  grand  the  fleet  at  anchor  there 
Was  hardly  space  enough  to  wear 

A  galley  on  the  tide. 
And  now  a  royal  barge  drew  near — 
The  Sultan  came  with  lord  and  peer, 

In  all  his  banner'd  pride. 
They  stept  upon  our  galley's  deck, 

And  scann'd  the  cannon  well : 
The  galley  slaves  they  did  not  reck  ; 

They  ask'd  not  c  fare  ye  well.' 
But  as  they  stept  along  our  planks, 
I  saw  a  face  among  their  ranks 

Familiar  to  mine  eye. 
I  rais'd  my  voice — Kasmera,  see  ! 
A  Frank  who  once  gave  unto  thee, 
Unbribed,  unbought  thy  liberty. 

He  started  at  my  cry. 

'  Whence  comes  the  voice  !  ' — he  gazed  around  ; 
And  guided  by  the  flowing  sound, 

Espied  my  drooping  form — 
*  #  #  #  * 

Alas  !  alas  ! — he  comes  not  yet ! 
The  galley's  sail  is  all  but  set, 

It  flutters  in  the  storm  ; 
And  once  that  galley's  on  the  sea 
Good-bye — good-bye  to  liberty. 

"  It  comes  ! — it  comes ! — a  flash  of  flame 
From  yonder  galley  there  ; 
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And  Hassan,  raging  as  it  came, 

Determined  sought  to  wear. 
Useless — his  sail  was  split  in  twain  ; 
And  down  his  anchor  dropp'd  again — 

De  Gozon's  knight  was  free. 
Free — but,  O  God  !  what  price  to  pay  ! 
I  cannot  tear  the  thought  away  ; 
Yes,  though  I  know  that  God  on  High 
Has  seen  my  vigils,  heard  my  cry 

For  mercy  by  the  sea. 
*  Renounce  thy  God,'  Kasmera  said, 
'  The  sword  of  Fate  hangs  o'er  thy  head 

If  thou  obey  me  not.' 
What  could  I  do — the  horror  there  ; 
Within  my  heart  the  dark  despair  : 
God  seem'd  so  far — so  far  away  ; 
I  had  no  hope — I  could  not  pray, 

So  desperate  was  my  lot. 
"  'Twas  done — my  very  soul  was  swept 
With  horror  of  the  deed — I  wept ; 
Tears  hot  and  burning,  fast  they  came  ; 
I  had  not  wept  for  many  a  day, 
But  now  for  my  dishonour'd  name 

They  coursed  in  agony  away. 
But  kindly  Nature  gives  relief 
To  every  form  of  human  grief : 

To  me  it  gave  its  balm ; 
Sleep — dreamless  sleep  upon  me  stole, 
And  in  the  distance  Ocean's  roll 
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Unmeasured  lent  its  charm. 
How  long  the  time — I  know  not  now  ; 
For  fever  stamp'd  my  throbbing  brow 

With  thousand  brands  of  flame  ; 
And  furies  impotent  and  vain 
Coursed  ever  through  my  fever'd  brain. 
But  yet  amid  that  gloom  of  mind, 
Like  meteors  on  the  midnight  wind 
Which  leave  a  fiery  path  behind, 

Glanced  forth  my  thoughts  of  shame. 
Time  fled  away — the  fever  passed  ; 
And  like  a  pine  to  earth  is  cast 

Upon  the  lone  hill  side, 
Which,  undestroy'd,  shall  strive,  nor  vain, 
Its  feathery  crest  to  raise  again 

In  all  its  former  pride, 
Thus  was  I  doom'd  myself  to  fall, 

A  tempest-stricken  tree  ; 
The  fever  past,  I  rose  as  tall, 

A  renegade,  but  free. 


"  'Tis  morn — the  Christian  trumpets  peal, 
And  wide  their  armour'd  squadrons  wheel 

On  Mohac's  fatal  plain. 
Like  forests  tall  their  lances  seem  ; 
Their  crests  like  sparkling  planets  gleam 

Above  the  darksome  main. 
De  Gozon's  knight  of  fiery  mood 
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No  more  'mid  their  battalions  stood, 

The  foremost  of  their  van  ; 
No,  but  on  yonder  charger  grey 
Behold  him  ride  the  favourite  Bey 

Of  mighty  Suleyman. 

The  trumpets  sound  ;    the  Moslems  shout — 
The  Prankish  squadrons  push  the  rout ; 

The  Moslems  lose  the  field. 
6  Charge,  knights ! — Upon  them  for  our  God  ! ' 
Cried  Louis — on  them  with  the  sword  ! 

Charge  !  Charge  with  lance  and  shield  ! — 
They  fail ! — they  fail !  the  Christians  cried, 

The  foremost  ranks  give  way  : 
The  lances  riven,  the  swords  are  plied, 

No  quarter  ! — charge  and  slay. 
Alas !  the  Moslems  backward  fell : 
But  opening,  like  the  Gates  of  Hell, 
Their  wings  were  outward  thrown  ; 
Then  like  the  rush  of  tempest  came 
From  out  that  cavern  dark  a  flame  ; 
It  rose — it  sank,  and  rose  again 
Tremendous  on  the  battle  plain, 

And  show'd  the  knights  o'erthrown. 
O  God  !  a  moment's  space  they  reel, 
Then  backward  bent  their  ranks  of  steel 
Fall  shatter'd  by  the  iron  hail, 
As  waves  before  the  rushing  gale 

Are  shiver'd  into  spray. 
'  Charge  Spahis  !     Charge  their  broken  van. 
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For  Allah  !     On  ! '  cried  Suleyman. 
Like  clouds  the  Ocean  waste  has  given 
To  land  by  ocean  winds  are  driven, 
With  sparkling  peak  and  banks  of  fire 
And  muffled  thunders  deep  and  dire, 
So,  rushing  on,  the  Spahis  came 
With  sparkling  crests  and  ranks  of  flame  ; 
Before  my  charger  grey  might  form 
The  herald  of  the  coming  storm  ; 
Behind,  the  lances,  levell'd  low, 
Had  almost  touch'd  my  saddle  bow, 
Thus  on  we  charged  upon  the  foe. 
Back — back  we  bore  them  torn  and  riven, 
Like  waves  before  a  tempest  driven  : 
Their  footmen  now  make  good  the  line  ; 
The  remnant  of  their  horse  combine — 
Another  charge — and  all  is  o'er ; 
They  ne'er  shall  fight  in  battle  more. 
Broke  in  array  they  fly  amain, 
Or  wildly  fight  to  fly  again, 
And  fall  by  thousands  on  the  plain 

Beneath  the  Spahis'  sword. 
On — on  we  press  the  vengeful  rout 
With  bloody  lance  and  Paynim  shout ; 
Our  brands  to  hilt  are  red  with  gore, 
And  yet  like  fiends  we  thirst  for  more, 
While  high  the  cries  for  quarter  rose 
From  thousands  of  our  conquer'd  foes ; 
'Tis  useless — blow  and  mortal  thrust 
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Strike  Christian  serf  and  knight  to  dust, 
While  the  loud  shouts  of  triumph  peal 
Where  deep  the  Moslem  guardsmen  wheel, 
Encircling  with  their  ranks  of  steel 
The  Turks'  unconquer'd  Lord. 

"  I  stay'd  my  charger  on  the  plain  ; 
And  turn'd  me  from  pursuit  again, 
When,  the  dread  shock  of  battle  o'er, 
The  Prankish  squadrons  fought  no  more. 
And  now  around  me,  wildly  spread, 
Wounded,  the  knight  and  Paynim  bled, 
Or  piled  in  heaps  were  cold  and  dead. 
I  mark'd  one  well  within  my  view, 
Whose  shatter'd  crest  I  dimly  knew, 
And  by  his  side  dismounted  drew. 
'Twas  so — Kasmera  bleeding  lay  ; 
Crush'd  by  a  sword's  tremendous  sway ; 
His  life  was  ebbing  fast. 
He  bade  me  to  the  Sultan  tell 
Deep  in  the  fight  he  fought  and  fell ; 
Then,  while  he  gave  me  his  farewell, 

The  dauntless  spirit  past. 
I  took  his  dagger  with  its  hilt, 
An  eagle  form'd  of  golden  gilt, 

And,  mounting,  gallop'd  fast 
To  where  I  mark'd  the  Sultan  stand, 
Surrounded  by  his  splendid  band 

Of  Spahi  chivalry. 
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But,  lo  !  beside  me  on  the  plain, 

I  saw  a  Christian  rise  again — 

A  knight,  though  gone  his  martial  crest, 

And  torn  the  surcoat  on  his  breast  : 

His  Acton  rent ;  his  shield,  in  vain, 

A  mighty  blow  had  riven  in  twain. 

Afar  his  falcon  glances  sped 

To  where  the  Prankish  squadrons  fled 

The  Moslem  cavalry. 
He  saw  me  ride  ;  he  raised  his  sword  ; 
I  charged  upon  the  Christian  Lord. 
Like  meteor  to  the  wind  is  given, 
Or  arrow  from  the  bow  is  driven, 
So  swept  I  with  resistless  might 
My  sword  arm  raised  on  high  to  smite  ; 
But  like  that  arrow,  nothing  won, 
Drops  on  the  plain  now  spent  and  done, 
So  did  I  drop  upon  the  plain, 
Heap'd  with  the  thousands  of  the  slain, 
Struggled  to  rise,  but  all  in  vain, 
And  fell  unconscious  back  again. 

"  The  fight  was  o'er ;  I  did  not  die 

On  Mohac's  fatal  plain, 

But  lived  to  sound  my  battle  cry 

On  other  fields  of  fame. 
The  flags  of  Persia  waved  afar 
Over  their  sparkling  ranks  of  war, 

Deep  wheeling  on  the  plain. 
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The  Tartar  squadrons  in  the  van, 
Headed  by  many  a  bearded  khan, 

Like  demons  charged  amain. 
But  what  avail'd  their  battled  line, 
Or  every  deep  and  skill'd  design 

Of  Strategy  I  ween, 
The  Spahis  lay  their  lances  low — 
On,  Allah  !  On  the  Tartar  foe  ! 

An  instant  are  they  seen, 
A  gleaming  sparkling  line  of  steel, 
As  round  their  shatter'd  van  they  wheel, 
Then,  gath'ring  speed,  they  thunder  on, 
And  the  next  moment — see,  are  gone 

Amid  the  clouds  of  war. 
Swells  to  the  heavens  the  awful  shock ; 
The  Tartar  squadrons  reel  and  rock, 

And  breaking  fly  afar. 
But  stern,  in  all  their  battled  pride, 
The  charging  Othmans  o'er  them  ride, 

Emerging  from  the  smoke. 
And  with  the  levell'd  lance  in  hand, 
With  mace  of  might  or  bloody  brand 

Each  new  formation  broke. 

"  Thus  sped  the  time ;  nor  peace,  I  ween, 
Had  I  since  Mohac's  battle  seen, 
Till  unto  Buda's  towers  I  went, 
Her  Pasha  by  the  Sultan  sent ; 
Not  Gozon's  knight  again  to  be, 
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But  All  famed  by  land  and  sea — 
A  Moslem  warrior  keen  and  true 
The  Prankish  foeman  to  subdue. 
I  went — but  peace,  alas  !  not  here — 
The  land  of  bloodshed,  feud  and  fear, 

And  Turkish  tyranny. 
But  what  advantage  gain'd  to  tell 
What  Christians  to  my  sabre  fell — 

What  Magyar  chivalry 
Within  their  walls  were  doom'd  to  feel 
The  conqu'ring  edge  of  Paynim  steel ; 
What  towns  were  storm'd,  what  turrets  fast, 
Were  by  the  Mine  to  ruin  cast ; 
Suffice — the  Leslie  knows,  his  blade 
Oft  for  a  time  the  Moslem  stay'd ; 
His  banner  often  could  I  scan, 
Amid  the  Christian's  frontward  van, 
Defying  haughty  Suleyman. 


"  But  pass  we  on — the  day  has  come 
When  Dregel's  towers  are  all  but  won  ; 
And  Zonzi  deems  his  honour  bright 
Cannot  outlive  the  desperate  fight 
That  drives  him  from  the  wall. 
His  treasures  burnt — he  cannot  leave 
Behind  his  noble  steeds  to  grieve 

Within  a  Turkish  stall — 
Swift  speeds  the  blow,  the  mortal  thrust 
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Has  sped  each  noble  steed  to  dust  : 

He  too  shall  follow  soon. 
But  ere  that  moment  dread  arrives, 
The  father  in  his  bosom  cries — 
His  sons,  the  noble  and  the  brave — 
Shall  they  beside  him  in  the  grave 
Lie  low — My  God  !  it  cannot  be  ! 
Flee,  Maraton,  to  Ali  flee  ! 

Say  Zonzi  craves  a  boon  : — 
'  Say  thus,  that  Zonzi  cannot  take 
The  terms  which  Ali  deigns  to  make, 
Broad  though  they  be  and  gen'rous  too 

As  e'er  an  Othman  gave, 
Yet  must  his  fateful  course  pursue 

Its  passage  to  the  grave — 
The  grave  of  honour — faithful  still 
To  his  poor  country,  vale  and  hill 
That  rise  around  him  and  proclaim 
To  live  is  worthless  when  a  name 

Is  blasted  by  defeat. 
But  I  would  crave  thee,  gen'rous  foe, 
One  boon  before  my  spirit  go 

To  its  unknown  retreat. 
Man  only  fights  with  fellow-man  ; 
Not  even  your  haughty  Suleyman 

Would  slay  a  Christian  maid. 
But  no,  I  do  not  crave  thy  care 
For  Magyar  maiden  young  and  fair ; 
Nor  for  my  partner,  scathed  by  woe, 
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Do  I  entreat  thee,  Pasha,  no  ! — 
But  for  my  sons — oh  !  to  them  be 
A  father — lo  !  I  give  them  thee  ; 

And  God  Almighty's  aid 
Shall  be  with  thee  on  foughten  field, 
Whene'er  ye  stand  beneath  the  shield, 

To  keep  thee  in  the  fight. 
And  oh  !  I  crave  that  when  the  mind 
Hath  left  its  boyhood's  days  behind  ; 
When,  like  the  echoes  on  the  wind, 
The  mem'ry  of  their  former  years 
To  their  expanding  mind  appears — 
I  crave  thee,  Pasha,  thou  would'st  tell 
My  sons  what  way  their  father  fell, 
How  he  preferr'd  to  die  with  fame 
Than  live  with  a  dishonour'd  name — 

Good-night !  my  sons,  good-night  ! ' 

"  No  more  on  Buda's  towers  I  sit, 
And  watch  the  dying  meteors  flit 

On  Danube's  silent  wave  ; 
No  more  amid  her  vaulted  halls 
The  echo  of  my  footstep  falls  ; 
No  longer,  lost  in  dread  amaze, 
The  peasant  marks  the  banquet  blaze 

On  Scimitar  and  glaive  ; 
Or  hears  the  Moslems  chant  the  fame 
Of  their  high  Leader's  warlike  name, 
That  rising  louder  swells  on  high 
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Amid  the  halls  to  softly  die 

On  every  architrave. 
No  more — around  me  mantled  dark 

The  ^Egean's  billows  roll ; 
And  on  its  bosom,  lo  !  my  bark 
Through  deep'ning  shadows  stole. 
To  Egypt's  tributary  state 
I  bore  important  scrolls  of  weight 

From  Stamboul's  mighty  Lord  ; 
And  naught  must  bar  me  on  my  way, 
The  raging  storm  or  conqu'ring  sway 

Of  Malta's  vengeful  sword. 


"  Thus  sped  we  on — the  breeze  was  light ; 
The  waves  were  sparkling  through  the  night ; 
Like  living  fire  old  Ocean  glow'd 
Behind  our  stern  where  billows  flow'd, 

And  burst  upon  our  wake. 
But,  lo  !  upon  an  island  shore, 
Clad  with  dark  rocks  and  forests  o'er, 
Past  which  the  wind  our  corvette  bore, 
A  dark  suspicious  haze  appear'd, 
O'er  which  a  meteor  light  career'd, 

Alternately  to  break. 
Then  suddenly  from  out  the  gloom, 

As  eagerly  we  gazed, 
Like  flashes  from  the  place  of  Doom, 

Ten  thousand  lightnings  blazed  : 
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Far  from  the  forest's  utmost  verge 

Incessantly  they  came, 
Tossing  and  gleaming  to  converge 

In  sparkling  sheets  of  flame  ; 
Lighting  the  distant  sea  away, 
The  scarped  rocks,  the  placid  bay, 

Then  sinking  ceased  to  be. 

"  Thus  sped  we  on — but  now  no  more 
The  summer  breeze  our  corvette  bore 

Across  a  laughing  sea  ; 

But  through  our  shrouds  the  tempest  roar'd ; 
And  on  the  rocks  the  billows  pour'd 

Demoniac  in  their  glee. 
'Tis  o'er — there  came  a  stronger  blast ; 
And,  splint'ring,  fell  the  straining  mast 

Athwart  our  buried  lee  : 
She  falls  away — O  God  !  the  rock — 
She  rushes  headlong  to  the  shock  ; 
One  moment's  space  her  timbers  mock 

The  tempest  and  the  surge  ; 
Then  quiv'ring  like  a  frighten'd  steed, 
Heels  to  the  wave — from  bondage  freed 
She  plunges  headlong  in  the  tide, 
Shows  the  full  contour  of  her  side  ; 
And,  sinking  in  the  deep'ning  gloom, 
Finds  by  the  rocks  her  Ocean  tomb. 
The  gurgling  groan,  the  hollow  wail 
Borne  o'er  the  surges  by  the  gale, 
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Swell  high — sink  low — and  then  are  still ; 
And  the  dark  Ocean's  tempest  will 
Hushes  its  conqu'ring  billows,  till, 
Amid  the  rocks  and  cliffs,  arise 
A  thousand  wailing  sobs  and  sighs, 
The  sea-bird  from  its  nest  replies 
An  echo  to  the  dirge." 
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EACH  minaret  and  lofty  tower, 

And  polish'd  dome  and  antique  bower, 

Returned  the  evening's  waning  hour 

With  rosy  lights  and  sparkling  shower, 

And,  mingling  into  sheets  of  flame, 

Alternate  went,  alternate  came. 

Each  window  deep  and  battled  wall 

Upon  the  western  wave  let  fall, 

With  swift  declining  shadows  fair, 

Its  own  peculiar  radiance  there, 

Like  Hope  who  deem'd  herself  so  bright 

That  she  could  chase  the  deep'ning  night — 

Oh,  vain  conceit !    the  twilight  ray 

Of  Life's  enjoyment  melts  away — 

The  shape  of  Gloom  is  on  the  wave, 

And  man  prepares  him  for  the  grave. 

But  mark'd  not  Leyli  as  she  stept 

Through  fretted  hall,  where  stilly  crept, 

And  on  each  velvet  cushion  slept, 

The  rosy  lights  of  e'en  ; 

Or  through  the  winding  passage  dim, 
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A  slanting  ray  would  light  the  rim 
Of  batter'd  shield  on  Seraphim 
That,  once  a  holy  prelate's  care, 
Must  now  a  broken  helmet  bear, 
Where  golden  crown  had  been. 


The  steps  are  past — the  postern  gate 
Behind  her  swings  a  shadowy  shape — 

What  does  she  linger  for  ? 
The  lights  are  dancing  on  the  waves ; 
There's  murmurs  in  the  deep  sea  caves ; 
A  lullaby  amid  the  naves 

Of  yonder  corridor. 
There's  sorrow  in  her  languid  eye  ; 
A  sob  that  swells  her  bosom  high  ; 
And  seemeth  like  the  Peri's  sigh, 
Who  watcheth  two  fond  lovers  die. 
"  O  Allah  ! "    and  a  teardrop  fell 
Like  crystal  drop  from  crystal  well, 
What  feelings  start ;    what  conscious  Voice 
One  moment  grieves  to  then  rejoice  ? 
Why  tears  when  one  can  scarcely  know 
Is  it  for  grief  or  joy  they  flow  ? 
I  weep  to-night,  but  who  can  say 
To-morrow  finds  that  cloud  away  : 
To-night  I  chase  a  fleeting  hope, 
The  morn  the  bursting  bud  may  ope. 
Away,  away,  tormenting  fear  ! 
Away,  the  half  unconscious  tear  ! 
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Let  evening's  placid  ray  redeem 
The  glare  of  noonday's  blazing  beam  ; 
Give  peace  where  only  passions  tore, 
And  hope  that  cheers  when  joy  is  o'er. 


The  barge  is  dipping  to  the  swell, 
Where  yonder  terrace  sloping  fell 

Towards  the  summer  sea  ; 
And  mann'd  by  rowers  gaily  drest 
With  turban  white  and  crimson  vest ; 
While  through  its  folds  and  curving  far 
Gleam'd  in  each  belt  the  Scimitar — 
A  trusty  guard,  an  escort  brave, 
True  as  their  steel  though  each  a  slave. 
But  now  they  lie,  reclining  low, 
On  polish'd  thwart  and  curling  bow, 

Or  leaning  o'er  the  lee. 

"  Ho  !  my  brave  boatmen  !  Ho  !  "  she  cried  ; 
And  down  the  terraced  pathway  hied 
With  step  so  dainty  that,  I  ween, 
She  might  have  seem'd  a  fairy  queen  ; 
And  flowers  but  felt  the  pressure  light, 
As  if  a  cloud  or  shadow  might 
Have  pass'd  and  left  its  impress  there, 
Or  Peri  in  the  summer  air 
Were  watching  Love's  delight. 

The  cushions  set,  and  Leyli  free, 
Reclines  beneath  the  canopy  ; 
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And  watches  how  the  oarsmen  bend  ; 
And  how  the  breezes  gently  lend 

A  motion  to  their  flight. 
Oh,  Woman  !    changing  as  the  hour ; 
As  flash  that  lights  a  summer  shower 

Thy  beauties  dim  and  glow, 
And  like  the  Ocean's  mystic  power 

Thy  passions  ebb  and  flow. 
One  moment  Love  with  melting  glance 

Conveys  the  secret  of  thy  heart ; 
When  lo  !    the  languid  look  perchance 

Is  changed  to  Hatred's  lightning  dart. 
Oh,  Creature  !    fashion'd  of  the  clay, 

And  beautiful  as  vain, 
Born  but  to  cheer  man's  lonely  way, 

How  oft  you  cause  him  pain. 
And  Leyli's  moods,  with  changing  form, 

Like  ocean's  tides  would  rise, 
Or  gay  as  sunbeam  till  the  storm 

Obscures  it  from  our  eyes. 


So  now  in  thought  fulness,  and  still, 
She  let  the  pulses  of  her  will 

Beat  melancholy  time  ; 
And  languor  deepen'd  in  her  look ; 
The  tender  rose  her  cheek  forsook ; 
The  teardrop  on  her  lashes  shook ; 
As  Gems  the  wand'ring  Genii  see 
101 


LEYLI 

Beneath  green  Oman's  ancient  sea, 

Or  India's  tropic  clime. 
"  Is  all  I  hoped  so  soon  to  die  ? 
And  love  itself  but  born  to  lie 
A  shattered  blossom  on  the  wave, 
At  once  its  cradle  and  its  grave  ? 
While  the  rude  hand  that  tore  it,  fair, 
And  bleeding,  down  to  cast  it  there, 
Unpunish'd  lives  to  work  its  will 
On  other  flowers  unbroken  still  ? 
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They  say  that  Allah's  love  is  great ; 
That  man  is  form'd  for  rank  and  state  ; 
And  woman's  born  to  love  or  hate  ; 
And  joy  is  but  a  fleeting  chime  ; 
A  tone  upon  the  stream  of  Time  ; 
That  Love  itself  must  droop  and  fall, 
As  rose  tree  from  the  Castle  wall, 
A  fragile  thing  with  blossoms  gay 
That  meets  the  opening  morn, 
But  ere  the  closing  of  the  day, 
When  cloud  and  tempest  pass  away, 
Its  flowers  are  dash'd  and  torn. 
'Tis  false — my  heart  proclaims  within 

That  Love's  no  fading  flower ; 
It  blossoms  'mid  the  wastes  of  sin, 
And  unto  Heaven  may  entrance  win 

In  a  delightful  hour. 
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It  seemeth  but  a  part  of  life, 

A  spirit  sweet  that  came, 
When  my  poor  heart  with  passions  rife, 
Yet  slept  before  the  eve  of  strife, 

Nor  mark'd  its  tiny  flame. 
And  so,  while  Leyli's  heart  shall  beat, 
Its  impulse  to  that  sound  will  leap, 
Yet  all  unconscious  of  my  will 
Be  wildly  strong  or  deadly  still — 
He  came  ;    his  eye  was  dark  as   night ; 
His  bearing  free  and  bold ; 
His  crimson  vest  and  turban  white 

Were  deck'd  with  broider'd  gold  ; 
His  girdle  chased  and  studded  o'er 
With  glitt'ring  gems  a  sabre  bore  ; 
And  o'er  his  brow,  with  nodding  swing, 
Hung  drooping  low  the  egret's  wing — 
He  went ;    and  all  was  dark  and  dim  ; 
The  waning  light  went  out  with  him  ; 
I  felt  the  throb  of  mine  own  heart 
From  its  accustom'd  measures  start ; 
And  through  my  bosom  strangely  thrill 
New  feelings  forced  against  my  will, 
Of  such  a  pure  entrancing  bliss 
I  thought  it  fallen  from  Heaven  to  this 
To  linger  in  his  stolen  kiss. 
Like  rose-bud  opening  to  the  day 
Its  shatter'd  sheath  it  flings  away, 
But,  sweetly  wond'ring,  seeks  to  hide 
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Its  blushes  from  the  burning  tide 
Of  living  light,  entranced  awhile, 
That  forms  each  sunbeam's  radiant  smile. 


"  He  went  ;    and,  Allah  !    oft  alone 

When  thunder's  in  the  breeze, 
When  from  the  Caverns  deep  the  moan 
Of  Ocean,  like  a  Geni's  groan 

Is  wafted  o'er  the  seas ; 
I've  sat  within  my  turret  bower 

Whose  gilded  lattice  high, 
Veil'd  by  vine  and  jessamine  flower, 

Looks  where  the  billows  sigh ; 
And  oft  I  tuned  my  quiv'ring  lute 

To  those  sweet  songs  I  sang  that  night  ; 
But  oh  !    how  oft  that  song  was  mute, 

And  tears  would  dim  each  silver  light, 
Thrown  by  the  lamps  which  torn  of  old 
From  Persia's  fanes  were  cast  of  gold  ; 
Whose  brilliant  flame  had  often  shed 

Through  Iran's  ancient  halls  of  fire 
Their  melting  beams,  and  now  though  dead 

The  mighty  chiefs  who  could  inspire 

Faith  in  the  Sun  God's  orb  of  fire, 
Whose  blazing  eye  may  rise  and  fall 
On  ruined  dome  and  crumbling  wall 
Of  his  own  temples  through  the  land 
From  Kerman's  hills  to  Sarmarcand ; 
O'er  Shiraz's  lovely  vale  his  beam 
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Mourns,  and  where  Oman's  isles  appear, 
Sighs  by  the  side  of  Zenda's  stream, 

And  weeps  by  distant  Bendemeer — 
But  now  each  golden  lamp  must  shine, 
And  light  the  Moslem's  bower, 
Instead  of  Mithra's  ancient  shrine 

And  Iran's  sacred  flower, 
Drawing  from  Mem'ry's  splendid  day 
The  Soul  that  lights  its  matchless  ray — 
And  so  with  me  the  past  has  flown 
With  all  the  joy  I've  ever  known — 
By  Mem'ry's  beam  I  only  see 
The  transient  bliss  which  could  not  be  ; 
Too  pure  for  earth,  too  sweet  to  die, 
It  came  ;    it  went — an  ecstasy. 
Yet  from  that  past  I  inly  feel 

New  currents  rise,  new  currents  flow, 
As  the  green  tides  of  Ocean  steal 

At  midnight  up  the  rocks  below, 

When  the  white  moonbeams  glint  and  glow. 
And  shall  my  heart — my  bleeding  heart, 
Where  woe  usurps  the  place  of  joy, 
And  all  the  tears  which  I  have  shed, 
And  the  long  hours  of  misery  fled, 
And  the  sweet  hopes  but  almost  dead 

Be  counted  all  in  vain  ? 
No,  Abdul,  no  !    the  lightning  dart 
Will  shoot,  but  may  not  miss  its  mark, 
However  far,  however  dark  ; 
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Nor  will  this  sharp  and  deadly  toy, 
When  Life  is  sinking  in  Despair 
Through  the  dark  evening  rifts  of  air, 
Fail  to  strike  truly,  strongly  deep, 
And  send  my  broken  heart  asleep, 
Unconscious  of  its  pain. 


"  But  stay  these  thoughts — I  yet  shall  know 

If  all  my  life  is  doom'd  to  flow 

In  gloomy  circles,  where  no  beam 

Of  joy  may  break  that  hideous  dream — 

No  sweet  sunbeam  which  may  unfold 

Its  dancing  smile  of  paley  gold, 

Cast  on  the  darkling  wave  afar 

Like  living  flame  its  tinted  bar. 

Yes  !    in  the  Gardens  of  the  Soul ! 

In  Hadyar's  lovely  isle, 
Kiss'd  by  the  waves  that  fain  would  roll, 

Till  charm'd  they  only  smile, 
A  crystal  well  of  water  lies, 
Reflecting  every  smile  which  flies 
In  the  blue  dome  of  Hadyar's  skies. 
Form'd  for  a  Peri's  resting  place, 

Low  nestling  on  the  Ocean, 
It  seemeth  lone,  without  a  trace 

Of  the  rude  Earth's  commotion  : 
And  on  its  streams  the  zephyr  dying 
Is  but  the  breath  of  flowerets  sighing ; 
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The  rose  and  vine  are  side  by  side, 
Caress'd  by  the  jessamine  flower  ; 
A  thousand  blossoms  wand'ring  wide 
Climb  over  my  own  loved  bower. 
And  on  the  surface  of  the  water 
The  lily  sits,  Earth's  fairest  daughter, 
Fain,  as  she  bends  in  meekness  low, 
To  hide  her  spotless  breast  of  snow, 
But  only  sees  her  form  confess 
Its  own  unequall'd  loveliness. 


"  Yes !    on  its  wave  when  night  and  day 
Are  parted  only  by  a  ray 
Of  rosy  light  that  melts  away ; 
And  glistening  on  kiosk  and  bower, 
On  trailing  vine  and  jessamine  flower 
And  crystal  wave  it  weeps  the  hour 
Which  tears  it  from  sweet  Hadyar's  isle, 
Lingers  a  moment  more  to  smile, 
And,  trembling  quiv'ring  in  the  air 
Of  evening,  fades  for  ever  there. 
But  not  until  a  beam  of  light 

Cast  broadly  through  that  fissured  rock, 
Falls  on  the  waters  darkling  now 
By  th'  imperial  tread  of  Night ; 
And  bright 'ning  on  her  gloomy  Brow, 

Calls  up  a  smile  that  seems  to  mock 
The  Day  God  on  his  march  of  fire 
To  the  Spice  Islands  of  the  West ; 
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Where  sleeping  o'er  each  broad  lagoon, 
He  views  the  swarthy  maidens  tire 
Their  sable  locks,  ere  forced  to  rest 
By  the  fierce  blaze  of  tropic  noon, 
And  wait  the  evening's  peaceful  moon 

Rise  from  the  Ocean's  azure  bed, 
Light  up  their  groves  of  orange  trees, 

Where  every  blossom  shakes  its  head, 
Fann'd  by  the  Zephyrs  of  the  breeze, 
And  flings  its  scent  across  the  seas, 
O'er  palmy  isles,  and  banks  of  shell 

And  glitt'ring  coral  bowers, 
By  every  sweet  secluded  well, 

And  all  their  countless  flowers. 
Yes  !    it  is  true  ;    they  say  'tis  true 
That  they  who  on  its  waters  view 

Their  own  reflection  lying, 
When  the  sun  stops  a  little  while 
To  blush  o'er  Hadyar's  lovely  isle, 

And  hear  her  Zephyrs  sighing, 
Shall  see  beside  their  image  thrown, 

Oh,  heart  !    an  idle  chase  ! 
Not  only  leaf  and  blossom  shown, 

But  their  dear  lover's  face. 


'  It  was  but  yesterday  at  eve, 
Oppress'd  by  sadness  deep, 
I  wander'd  lonely  doomed  to  grieve 
O'er  hopes  that  cheer  but  to  deceive, 
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And  fancies  beautiful  that  leave 

The  wretched  maid  to  weep. 
When  by  the  steps  of  the  Kiosk 

Embosomed  in  the  wood 
Of  plane  and  fig  beside  the  Mosque, 

I  stay'd  in  aimless  mood, 
To  watch  the  islands  studded  o'er 

The  Ocean's  azure  breast, 
With  drooping  flowers  and  golden  shore, 

By  smiling  waves  caresst ; 
And  there  was  many  a  bay  that  calm 

Look'd  by  the  planet's  beam, 
Shaded  by  rocks  and  groves  of  palm, 

Reflected  in  the  stream 
Of  water  gurgling  to  and  fro 
Upon  the  sea  shells  far  below, 
And  giving  forth  a  music  low 

From  every  fairy  shell, 
Alternate  comes,  alternate  goes, 
As  Ocean  ebbs,  as  Ocean  flows 

Obedient  to  each  swell. 
And  'mid  them  all  sweet  Hadyar  nigh, 
Bathed  in  the  moonbeams  beauteously, 
Look'd  from  her  Mosque  and  garden  bowers, 
Her    crystal    streams    and    jessamine    flowers, 
Her  shadowy  rocks  and  fairy  towers, 
Her  weeping  sprays  and  dewy  showers 
By  midnight's  pale  and  silent  hours. 


109 


LEYLI 

"  Oh,  lovely  isle  !    where  often  free 
To  rove  at  will  I've  chased  the  bee  ; 
And  pluck' d  the  blossom  from  the  rose  ; 
And  laid  me  down  in  sweet  repose 

Beneath  the  orange  tree  ; 
Or  heard  entranced  the  bulbul's  note 

Upon  the  evening  breeze 
Ascend,  and  o'er  the  palm  trees  float 

In  matchless  harmonies, 
Ere  from  its  path  my  life  had  turn'd, 

And  Hope  had  risen  to  banish  pain  ; 
Ere  Love  within  my  breast  had  burn'd 

Like  fire  on  Iran's  ancient  fane, 
That  lives  eternal  though  in  vain — 
Crumbled  her  shrines ;    her  glories  gone  ; 

Her  votaries  doom'd  to  wear  a  chain, 
And  live  in  mountain  wastes  alone — 
Oh,  deathless  Love  !     My  former  bliss 
Is  like  departed  loveliness — 
A  moment  bright  looks  up  to  Heaven 
The  flower  to  bless  the  beauties  given  ; 
The  next  the  tempest's  wing  has  come, 
And  its  dark  hour  of  martyrdom. 
O  Allah  !    it  was  but  a  flame — 
A  Glory  to  my  heart  that  came, 
Doom'd  ere  it  rose  to  melt  and  fade, 
A  sunbeam  dancing  in  the  glade, 
A  transitory  planet  sent 
From  Heaven  to  light  Life's  Firmament. 
no 


LEYLI 

But  though  it  rose,  and  though  it  fell, 
Obedient  which  to  Heaven  or  Hell, 
I  know  not — but  entranced  I  cast 

Mem'ry  along  that  burning  path 
Which  lights  the  Present  from  the  Past, 

Heedless  of  all,  even  Allah's  wrath — 
Tomb  of  the  Prophet  !     What  said  I  ? 

Allah,  forgive  thy  servant's  ill ; 
'Tis  madness  that  my  heart  should  sigh 

For  the  loved  hope  which  'gainst  the  will 

Of  thee,  my  God,  is  cherish'd  still. 


"  Such  were  my  thoughts,  when  startling  clear 

Came  voices  wafted  to  the  ear, 

By  the  low  breeze  that  rustling  flung 

The  scent  from  many  a  sweet  rose  bed, 
And  shook  the  dew  from  those  that  hung 

In  red  festoons  above  my  head  ; 
And  where  the  silvery  moonbeams  shed 

Amid  the  trees  their  ray, 
Lighting  up  many  a  tulip  bed, 
Where  every  flower  with  drooping  head 

Wept  the  long  night  away. 


"  Great  Allah  !  what  were  those — those  words 
That  to  my  heart,  like  Christian  swords, 
Flash'd  but  one  red  and  blazing  beam, 
Tremendous  as  the  fires  which  stream 
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From  the  dark  crests  of  Eblis'  mountains  ; 
Then,  downwards  to  the  gushing  fountains 
Of  my  life's  source,  their  mortal  stroke 
Cuts,  and  the  silver  cord  is  broke  ? 
4 1  swear  that  for  this  deed  as  fee 
I'll  give  whate'er  ye  ask  of  me  ; 
However  great  the  meed,  or  high 
The  boon  ye  ask,  I'll  not  deny.' 


"  '  'Tis  well  '—the  voice  of  Abdul  said  ; 

*  I  ask  not  riches  for  the  deed  : 
Enough  my  falchion  streaming  red 
From  hilt  to  point  with  Christian  gore  : 

Enough  the  Prophet's  Faithful  freed 
From  this  dark  Chief — I  ask  no  more  ; 
Save  this — Zamara's  lovely  daughter, 

Whose  languid  eyes  and  breasts  of  snow 
Have  raised  in  the  fond  youths  who  sought  her 

A  passion  hopeless,  doom'd  to  flow 
Unanswer'd,  as  the  Cavern  depths 

Of  the  Fire  Islands  of  sea, 
Haunted  by  Demons,  seem  the  steps 

Which  lead  to  Hell's  Eternity, 
Are  lighted  by  a  quenchless  flame, 

Casting  its  glare  along  their  walls — 
Offspring  of  Eblis'  Self  it  came, 

And  nurtur'd  by  the  tear  which  falls 

From  tortured  wretches  in  her  Halls. 
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First  beautiful  ere  Discord's  reign 

Lighted  with  fire  the  Courts  of  Heaven, 
Ere  the  bright  hosts  at  that  high  fane 

By  dread  Rebellion's  Voice  were  riven  ; 
Till  crush'd  by  Allah's  thunders  there, 

The  Rebels  chain'd  for  ever  lie 
In  Eblis'  halls,  and  then  the  glare 

Was  stamped  with  red  malignity — 
So  Love  at  first  enfolds  the  heart, 

A  beauteous  ray  from  Heaven  that  came, 
But  Jealousy's  tormenting  dart 

Usurps  its  place  with  lurid  flame. 


"  '  Sweet  Leyli !     I  have  seen  her  play 

With  her  own  loved  gazelle  ; 
I've  seen  her  cut  the  roses'  spray 

To  deck  its  tinkling  bell ; 
I've  seen  her  lone  in  Hadyar's  bower, 

The  lute  her  only  mate, 
Twining  the  wreaths  of  the  lulufer 

And  the  scarlet  pom'granate. 
And  oh  !    the  love  in  my  heart  grew  strong 
As  I  heard  her  play  the  plaintive  song 
She  loved  so  well,  and  strike  the  lute — 
My  heart  grew  still,  my  voice  was  mute 
In  passionate  love,  till  on  the  wing 
The  warbling  notes  had  left  the  string, 
And  trembling  feebly  broke  and  died, 
In  strain  that  wept  and  note  that  sighed, 
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As  if  her  maiden  heart  were  breaking, 

Lonely,  lonely,  with  its  aching, 

For  the  sad  lot  which  doomed  her  here, 

Beneath  the  glow  of  Hadyar's  skies, 
Lonely,  lonelier  year  by  year, 

A  Houri  lost  in  Paradise. 
Then,  oh  !    then — as  she  tore  the  charm 
Of  Egypt  from  each  lovely  arm, 
And  kiss'd  and  held  them  to  her  breast 

As  only  Moslem  maiden  can, 
Weeping  like  Iran's  flower  of  Resht 

Clasping  a  golden  talisman — 
I  would  have  caught  her  to  my  heart — 

The  heart  that  loved  her,  beat  for  her 
Alone,  and  felt  the  every  smart 

Of  woe  that  touch'd  Zamara's  daughter  ; 
But  no  I  could  not,  might  not  so — 

My  faith,  my  vow  forbade  me — 
A  hundred  times  I  deem'd — but  no 

A  longer  stay  were  misery. 

"  *  I  fled  the  spot ;    you  know  the  rest ; 

I  sail'd  ere  morning  rose, 
Torn  by  a  spirit  of  unrest 

That  gave  me  no  repose  : 
I  steer'd  me  for  the  Christian  shore, 

A  fierce  and  desperate  man  ; 
And  on  my  arm  a  kerchief  wore, 

Hers — as  a  talisman. 
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What  mighty  projects  swell'd  within  ; 

What  high  resolves ;    what  battles  won 
I  longed  the  conflict  to  begin  ; 

The  meeting  ships,  the  flash  of  gun, 

And  the  red  day  of  carnage  done. 
And  so  it  came ;    and  so  it  went ; 
And  many  a  Christian  dog  I've  sent, 
Since  then,  praise  Allah  !    deep  to  Hell, 
That  fitting  place  for  Infidel. 
But  never  have  I  seen  her  yet, 
Since  each  high  tower  and  minaret, 
Bathed  by  the  moonlight,  slowly  set 
Below  the  waves  of  blue  that  chase 
The  moonbeams  by  the  towering  base 

Of  high  Zamara's  walls ; 
Where  sleeping,  mindless  of  the  beams 
Of  the  white  moon,  sweet  Leyli  dreams 

Within  its  marble  halls. 

"  '  And  often  have  I  pass'd  them  by 

At  the  red  evening  hours  ; 
And  heard  the  lute  and  vina  sigh, 
Like  Peri's  lovely  melody, 

From  fair  Zamara's  bowers. 
But  never  have  I  trimm'd  the  sail 

To  float  by  Hadyar's  Isle  ; 
Never  have  yonder  towers  my  hail 

Re'echo'd  for  a  while 
On  the  soft  Zephyrs  of  the  gale  ; 
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And  never  in  those  gardens  fair, 

As  in  the  bygone  days 
Of  childhood,  have  I  wander'd  there, 

Unconscious  of  the  ways 
Of  men,  and  wishing  but  a  brand 
Firm  grasp'd  within  my  boyish  hand. 

"  '  But  now  from  many  a  conflict  dread, 
Where  thousands  fallen — of  Christian  dead 
Before  my  falchion,  streaming  o'er 
From  hilt  to  point  with  Christian  gore, 
Have  given  me  such  a  mighty  fame, 

That  every  knightly  Infidel 
Trembles  to  hear  fierce  Abdul's  name — 
"  The  Scourge  of  Heaven,"  from  darkness  came, 

Born  in  the  deepest  halls  of  Hell. 
Yes  !    now  avenged,  my  murder'd  sire, 

Sleep  on  for  naught  disturbs  thy  rest ; 
Dread  is  the  name  thy  sons  inspire  ; 

Sleep  on,  brave  Chieftain,  nor  distress'd 
By  thoughts  of  Vengeance,  lo  !    'tis  done ; 
And  the  proud  Victor's  race  is  run  ; 
Ruin,  confusion,  shriek  and  yell 
Of  those  who  bleed,  of  those  who  fell ; 
The  madd'ning  rush  of  boarding  bands, 
The  flash,  the  smoke,  the  gleam  of  brands — 
Amid  them  all  I  saw  him  there 
Desperate  to  do,  and  fierce  to  dare, 
And  yet  with  all  a  warrior  brave, 
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A  bloody  and  o'erbearing  slave. 

Allah  ! — one  desperate  blow  ;    he  lies, 

I  lift  my  falchion,  and  his  eyes 

Catch  a  red  beam  before  he  dies  : — 

"  To  Eblis  pass  !  " — My  murdered  Sire, 

What  can'st  thou,  would'st  thou  more  require  ? 

Born  to  those  halls  of  torment  dire 

By  the  incarnate  Fiends  of  Fire — 

Yes — all  is  o'er,  now  calmly  sleep 

Within  the  grottoes  of  the  deep, 

Thy  Spirit  rests  in  Paradise. 

"  *  Praise,  holy  Allah  !    who  hast  given 

Such  victory  to  the  swords  of  Heaven. 

By  the  great  Prophet's  tomb  I  swear, 

And  Mecca's  sacred  well ! 
Now  Vengeance  done,  no  more  I  bear 

In  fight  against  the  Infidel, 
Till  I  have  sought  fair  Hadyar's  bower, 
And  pluck'd  from  thence  the  beauteous  flower 
That  holds  my  heart  in  thrall. 
I  came  ;    sea,  tempest  held  me  not, 

The  Sultan's  high  command  ; 
Even  this  itself  was  all  forgot 

In  the  deep  bliss  so  near  at  hand 
In  fair  Zamara's  hall. 
And  now  I  ask  thee  ere  the  day 
Shall  come  that  sees  this  peaceful  bay 
Resound  the  clash  of  martial  arms, 
The  threat'nings  dire  of  war's  alarms ; 
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Ere  on  its  breast  the  dogs  of  war 
Flash  over  crest  and  scimitar, 
From  the  white  deck  and  towering  poop 
Of  many  a  fair  corvette  and  sloop, 
At  the  high  gaffs  of  which  are  seen 
The  crescent  in  their  flags  of  green. 
Ah  ! — yes,  I  crave  thee  ere  that  hour 

By  all  you  owe  my  conqu'ring  blade, 
Give  to  my  arms  the  beauteous  Flower 

That  blooms  in  Hadyar's  lovely  glade. 
I  seek  no  more ;    to  Friendship  sworn, 
Thy  force  with  mine  together  thrown, 
We  sail  in  quest  of  further  fame, 
And  write  new  honours  to  our  name 
In  blood-red  ink,  by  leaping  flame, 
On  bleeding  heaps  of  Christian  slain, 
Whose  fight  was  brave  but  all  in  vain. 
Their  Leader  welt'ring  in  his  gore, 
Shall  cross  our  conqu'ring  path  no  more, 
Or  vex  again  the  Moslem  shore — 
A  desperate  Knight,  and  murd'rous  crew 
As  e'er  the  red  cross  banner  flew ; 
Or  ever  ^Egean  breezes  blew 
To  deeds  of  strife  and  blood. 
To  wreck  and  fire,  the  pirate's  den 
We'll  give,  and  all  his  vauntings  then — 
And  all  his  boasted  archer  men 
Shall  fly,  and  feel — the  slaves  abhorr'd  ! 
How  deep  and  sure  a  Moslem  sword 
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Can  strike,  how  true  an  arrow's  flight, 
Cast  from  a  bow  with  Moslem  might, 
May  reach,  though  armed  at  every  part, 
Through  steel  and  plate  the  Christian  heart.' 

"  c  Allah  be  praised  !  '  stern  Omar  said, 

'  Sweet  Leyli  shall  be  thine ; 
I'm  proud  Kasmera's  son  should  wed 

That  lovely  child  of  mine  : 
And  sworn  to  friendship  true  we  stand, 
United  by  one  purpose  grand, 
And  by  a  small  resistless  hand 

That  forms  a  closer  tie  with  thee 
Than  aught  of  friendship  will  command, 

The  link  of  blood's  affinity.' 

"  Allah  !    what  visions  rose  and  fell ; 

My  heart  was  liquid  fire. 
It  heaved  with  every  sobbing  swell, 

But  trembled  to  expire. 
It  came — what  I  had  dreaded  long ; 

The  terror  of  my  life  had  come  ; 
And  I  must  bow  before  the  wrong 

Received,  in  patient  martyrdom. 
As  wretch,  when  listening  to  a  spell, 

Mutter'd  in  dreadful  language  near, 
Trembles  in  terror  lest  it  tell 
In  every  deep  mysterious  swell, 

His  doom  as  vision'd  by  the  seer  ; 
119 


LEYLI 

So  had  I  listen'd  cold  and  still, 

Till  that  dark  promise  given. 
Then  did  each  pulse  the  currents  fill 

In  fierce  and  liquid  madness  driven. 

"  Alas !    alas !    it  rose — it  came — 

It  went — a  transitory  flame, 

Sudden  and  bright,  but  doom'd  ere  sent 

To  burst  in  Sorrow's  firmament. 

I  fled  the  spot — the  night  was  growing 

As  dark  and  threat'ning  as  the  sky 
Of  Life,  and,  on  my  cushions  throwing 

Myself,  I  only  wished  to  die. 
Alas !    but  storm  came  not,  nor  soon 
Did  the  dark  clouds  blot  out  the  moon  ; 
But  low  down  Ocean's  western  bed, 
Sank  every  peak  and  jagged  head, 
Each  rifted  cloud,  and  gilded  spire, 
Kissed  by  the  moon,  now  bathed  in  fire — 
Gone  are  they  all ;    and  none  remain  ; 
The  throb  of  Nature  wakes  again, 
And  may  not  hope,  oh  Heavenly  name  ! 
Awake  within  my  heart  the  same  ; 
Though  still,  dear  love,  it  is  not  dead 
But  hush'd  before  the  tempest's  tread. 
It  shall  awake — oh,  voice,  be  still ! — 
The  cup  is  full  to  flowing,  still 
Sorrow  and  joy  but  ebb  and  flow, 
As  tides  of  Ocean  come  and  go  ; 
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The  danger  pass ;    the  tempest  flee — 
A  threat  is  not  reality. 

"Thus  for  a  time,  weak,  foolish  maid, 
I  strove  to  cheer  my  aching  heart  : 
My  wearied  limbs  at  rest  were  laid ; 

But  woe  with  sleep  could  not  depart. 
'Twas  vain,  as  torches  on  the  blast 
From  Eblis  hills  through  Darkness  cast, 
Pencil  a  thousand  gulfs  in  flame 
Where  demons  ply  their  ghastly  game ; 
And  deeper  still,  and  yet  more  deep 
Where  the  laid  Fiends  of  Eblis  sleep  ; 
Or  as  a  Comet,  when  it  lists 
To  trail  its  fires  through  midnight  mists, 
Dimly  and  cold  their  winding  glare 
Gropes  in  the  depths  of  Darkness,  where 
The  damn'd  from  many  a  cavern  stare — 
So  did  my  fears  through  Mem'ry's  hall 
Flash  direly  red  from  wall  to  wall ; 
From  the  high  dome  of  Sense  away, 
Sank  through  the  dusk  each  lambent  ray. 
And  lit  in  portraiture  of  flame 
Ten  thousand  blazonries  of  shame, 
Then  thousand  sins  I  may  not  name  ; 
And  ever  on  those  walls  to  me 
My  erring  Spirit  seem'd  to  be 
Part  of  that  Eblis  pageantry. 
Sleep's  holy  shades  before  the  gate 
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Of  her  own  Shrine  disconsolate, 

Sat  weeping  as  they  view'd  the  fire 

High  on  her  altar  top  expire. 

I  woke  from  nightmare's  grasp  of  dread 

To  Fortune  more  severe  instead — 

6  Why  dost  thou  weep  ?     And  oh  thy  hair  !• 

Thy  tresses  dark  are  everywhere  ; 

And  where  are  Egypt's  golden  charms 

That  clasp'd  thy  white  and  lovely  arms  ?  ' 

4  Oh  stay  !    oh  stay  !    nor  question  this  : 

It  was  by  yonder  moon — 
Alas  !    departed  is  my  bliss 

Thou  little  sweet  Kanoon.'  " 


But  now  are  Leyli's  reveries  o'er  : 
The  boatmen  bend  them  to  the  oar. 
Bracing  each  muscle  stiff  and  strong 
With  mighty  sweeps  they  speed  along. 
The  water,  rippling  at  the  prow, 
With  every  stroke  is  foaming  now  ; 
And  the  long  trail  which  lies  behind, 
Changes  with  every  breeze  of  wind, 
Though  soft  as  ever  kissed  the  breast 
Of  a  white  Peri  of  the  West. 
Yes,  now  the  sun  is  sinking  red 
Behind  green  Hadyar's  lovely  isle, 
But  stays  remorsefully  to  shed 
Upon  its  groves  a  parting  smile. 
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THE  BOATMEN'S  SONG 

"  Allah  il  Allah  !     Pull  mighty  and  strong  : 
An  arrow  that  glances  in  fleetness  along, 
No  swifter  can  fly  on  its  errand  of  blood 
Than  we  o'er  the  starlighted  waves  of  the  flood. 
There's  joy  in  the  air,  and  peace  on  the  water ; 
Why  woe  in  thy  heart,  Zamara's  fair  daughter  ? 

The  Sun  God  is  staying  to  blush  and  to  smile, 
Delightfully  wanton  on  Hadyar's  sweet  isle  ; 
In  the  hall  of  great  Omar  there's  high  festival 
The  sound  of  syringa,  the  clash  of  cymbal ; 
There's  joy  in  the  banquet,  and  peace  on  the  water  ; 
Why  woe  in  thy  heart,  Zamara's  fair  daughter  ? 

The  bulbul  is  waiting  for  moonlight  to  sing ; 
The  bird  of  the  Bosphorus  sleeps  on  the  wing ; 
The  sunlight  is  flashing  from  windows  and  bars ; 
On  yonder  high  turrets  from  bright  scimitars ; 
There's  beauty  around,  and  peace  on  the  water  ; 
Why  woe  in  thy  heart,  Zamara's  fair  daughter  ? 

Allah  il  Allah  !    the  battle  may  swell ; 
But  vain  is  the  strength  of  the  proud  Infidel : 
Hail,  Chiefs  of  Mahomet,  Asterias  fall, 
And  Abdul,  the  Pasha,  high  chief  of  them  all ; 
There's  love  in  his  eye,  and  peace  on  the  water  ; 
Why  woe  in  thy  heart,  Zamara's  fair  daughter  ?  " 
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Hush'd  !    o'er  the  world  a  silence  fell, 
On  sea  and  tower,  on  rock  and  dell ; 
Such  is  the  Silence  of  the  dead, 
When  the  last  throb  of  life  is  sped  ; 
Such  shall  it  be  that  Nature  stills 
Ere,  through  her  halls  vibrating  thrills 
In  awful  tones,  the  trumpet  call 
Bidding  each  towering  mountain  fall. 
So  fair  Zamara  on  thy  towers, 

The  Voice  of  prayer  obey'd, 
Sank  silence,  and  within  her  bowers 

The  sound  of  music  stay'd. 
Though  but  a  moment  pass'd  had  been 
In  her  high  halls  a  festive  scene, 
Where  the  light  dancer's  silver  bell 
Mingled  with  lute  and  clash  of  Zel, 
With  sweet  Syringa  and  cymbal, 
The  trumpet's  peal  and  atabal ; 
Drowning  the  boastful  words  that  came 
From  many  a  Moslem  Lord  of  fame  ; 
Who,  from  a  hundred  towers  that  stand, 
Frowning  o'er  ocean,  from  the  land 
The  Sons  of  Othman  deem  their  own, 
Had  come  with  well  appointed  band, 
Obedient  to  their  Lord's  command, 
Ready  their  ships  to  seaward  cast, 
And  raise  the  topsails  on  the  mast, 
When  Abdul,  whom  the  Sultan's  will 
Had  made  their  chief,  should  deem  it  ill 
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To  further  waste  in  tourney  gay 
The  summer  wind's  propitious  sway, 
And  bid  them  from  Zamara's  bay. 
"  Shorten  the  cables  where  they  lie  ; 
Loosen  the  topsails  from  the  tie  ; 
Man  the  slack  sheets,  the  braces  tend 
As  the  black  yards  the  mast  ascend  ; 
Swing  her  a  moment  to  the  wind  ; 
Lift  high  the  anchor — now  behind 
The  breeze  is  blowing  strong  and  fair — 
Praise  Allah  !  Chiefs,  the  yards  are  square. 
Drop  every  sail ;    set  wide  each  wing ; 
We'll  see  how  Moslem  frigates  spring 
When  their  far  goal  is  Christian  towers, 
Italian  brands,  and  hostile  powers. 
Away,  away  the  Swords  of  Heaven  ! 
Away  !    to  blood  and  conquest  driven." 

But  now  'twas  silent ;    on  the  tower 
Of  yonder  Mosque — the  holy  hour 
Has  come — the  Muzzin's  Voice  declares — 
He  calls  again — "  To  prayers,  to  prayers  !  " 
The  Chieftains  throw  them  on  their  knees 
The  kneeling  dancer  dimly  sees 
Through  her  veil'd  eyes  the  Moulahs  fall 
In  bent  devotion  at  the  call ; 
And  the  mail'd  warrior,  casting  far 
His  mace  and  glitt'ring  scimitar, 
Low  on  the  ground  in  meekness  thrown 
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His  martial  pomp  and  grandeur  flown, 
Prays  now  for  every  sinful  deed, 
From  all  their  fearful  burden  freed, 
Now  vision'd  sees  the  Christian  bleed  ; 
And  Paradise,  ah  !    hope  elate, 
Opes  wide  its  crystal  bar  and  gate  ; 
And  by  a  thousand  shaded  streams, 
There — there  the  Houri  of  his  dreams, 
Laugh  rippling  to  its  sunny  skies 
With  the  deep  love-light  in  their  eyes. 

The  boatmen  fling  their  oars  away 
As  the  deep  voice  commands  to  pray ; 
And  mutter  text,  and  rosary  tell, 
As  the  fair  galley  on  the  swell 
Of  evening's  ocean  rose  and  fell ; 

While  Leyli  nestling  there, 
Repentant,  deems  her  sins  so  much, 
Her  little  rosary  may  not  touch, 

Nor  even  breathes  a  prayer. 

'Tis  o'er ;    the  sacred  hour  that  cast 
Such  bliss  upon  the  world  is  past ; 
The  sounds  of  festival  again 
Awake,  and  all  the  joyous  train 
In  Omar's  halls,  released,  arise ; 
The  Moulahs  lift  their  righteous  sighs 
For  this  brief  space  of  Paradise. 
The  warrior  at  the  trumpet  peal, 
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Springs  from  the  earth  and  grasps  his  steel ; 

The  dancer  as  the  music  swells, 

Arises  with  her  zone  of  bells. 

The  Zel  is  heard,  the  cymbals  clash, 

The  jewell'd  turbans  rise  and  flash, 

And  all  the  thousand  sounds  of  glee 

Are  heard  again  right  merrily. 

The  sound  of  trumpet  wafted  o'er, 
The  boatmen  mutter  prayers  no  more  ; 
Each  leaps  upon  his  vacant  seat ; 
The  flashing  blades  the  waters  meet ; 
And  the  gay  galley,  now  in  motion, 
Leaves  a  long  trail  upon  the  ocean. 
Before  her  prow  sweet  Hadyar  lies, 
A  Peri's  ocean  Paradise  ; 
And  now  it  nears — a  moment  more, 
And  Leyli  lightly  springs  ashore  ; 
Welcomes  with  glee  her  loved  gazelle, 
And  bids  her  gallant  crew  farewell. 
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THE  Sun  has  fallen  ;  a  moment  now, 
Night  clasps  upon  her  gloomy  brow, 
Studded  with  many  a  glitt'ring  gem, 
Earth's  pale  imperial  diadem. 
The  moon,  just  rising  o'er  the  hills 

Of  Asia's  farther  shore, 
Looks  calmly  on  the  crystal  rills 

That  from  their  summits  pour  ; 
Lighting  each  dark  and  frowning  mass, 
Each  shadowy  vale  and  winding  pass ; 
Piercing  the  thicket  and  the  dell, 
The  yawning  rift,  the  shatter'd  fell ; 
And  gilding  spire  and  pinnacle, 
Sadd'ning  with  melancholy  glow 
O'er  all  the  wreck  of  Earth  below. 
Ah  !  then,  Palmyra,  on  thy  plain, 
She  views  with  tears  thy  hallow'd  fane, 
No  more  the  glory  of  the  world  ; 
From  whose  high  towers  a  queen  had  hurl'd 
Defiance  at  the  Roman  name ; 
But  vanquish'd,  fetter'd  in  her  shame, 
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Had  cursed  the  cruel  imperial  hand 

That  slaved  her  person,  and  the  land 

Of  her  unconquer'd  sires. 

Sleep  on,  fair  city  of  the  dead  ! 

Thy  story  round  thee  still  must  shed 

A  halo  that  the  touch  of  time 

With  roseate  hues  makes  more  sublime  ; 

And  every  pillar  earthward  thrown 

Tells  each  a  story  of  its  own  ; 

And  every  arch  and  sculptured  stone 

A  deep'ning  woe  inspires. 
Yes,  sleep  thou  on,  the  moon  but  lights 
The  grandeur  of  thy  ruin'd  state  ; 
Dead  priest  and  prophet,  gone  the  rites, 
Thy  glorious  shrines  are  desolate. 
And,  Babylon,  thy  mighty  walls 

Still  frowning  o'er  Euphrates  streams, 
Thy  pillared  and  majestic  halls 

Are  lighted  by  the  white  moonbeams. 
Yes,  they  arise  stupendous  yet, 

Of  Empires  the  imperial  tomb, 
And  where  their  glories  all  are  set 

The  Shades  of  Empire  stalk  the  gloom. 

But  leave  these  relics  of  decay, 
O  gentle  moon  !  why  wish  to  stay 
'Mid  broken  stone  and  shatter'd  clay  ? 
'Tis  done — the  last  sweet  smile  is  bent ; 
The  parting  glance  of  pity  sent ; 
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She  gazes  o'er  the  Asian  Mountains, 

Their  snowy  heights,  and  sparkling  fountains, 

And  like  a  glorious  angel  sent 

Arises  through  the  firmament. 

And  now  her  smiles  of  beauty  pour 

On  scenes  a  happier  visage  bore  ; 

Where  laughing  seas  confess  the  kiss, 

And  mirror  all  her  loveliness ; 

And  islands  like  a  thousand  gems 

Lie  set  in  turquoise  diadems. 

Yes — now,  Zamara,  on  thy  Mosques, 
Thy  gilded  domes  and  gay  kiosks, 
She  bends  her  glance  serene  and  high 
From  where  her  bowers  of  beauty  lie. 
And  yet  so  soft  and  sweet  with  all, 
It  holds  thee  in  a  silken  thrall, 
More  powerful  in  its  silvery  gleam 
Than  dazzling  noon-day's  blazing  beam. 

And  now  the  maids  from  slumber  wake  ; 
Their  broider'd  couches  soon  forsake  ; 
And  to  the  garden's  dewy  air, 
Its  staded  walks  and  arbours  fair, 
Its  sparkling  rills  and  high  cascades, 
Its  whisp'ring  groves  and  flowery  glades, 
They  troop  with  laughter  and  with  song, 
A  gaily,  brightly,  beauteous  throng; 
Deep  glancing  from  each  darkling  eye, 
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The  lights  of  passion  blaze  and  die, 

But  only  to  again  express 

A  fire  the  lips  may  not  confess. 

Joyous  they  pluck  the  new-blown  rose 

To  deck  their  raven  hair, 

Or  place  it  where  the  bosom  glows 

Above  their  bodice  fair ; 

For,  lo  !  it  is  the  evening  hour, 

That  one  to  maidens  sweet, 
When  shady  grove,  and  jasmin  bower 

Behold  fond  lovers  meet. 

And  still  within  thy  lofty  halls, 

Zamara,  rise  and  swell 

The  music  of  the  atabals, 

The  clashing  of  the  Zel, 

And  all  the  pleasing  sounds  of  glee 

That  tell  of  high  festivity. 

And  is  it  only  on  the  towers 

Of  high  Zamara  that  she  beams  ? 
Does  the  sweet  moon  forget  the  bowers 

Of  Hadyar,  and  her  lovely  streams  ? 
Ah,  no  !  amid  each  orange  grove, 

And  through  the  olive  wood, 
The  white  beams  of  the  evening  rove 

To  charm  their  solitude  ; 
Like  holy  maidens  straying  lone 
By  leafy  bank  and  mossy  stone, 
They  deeply  drink  a  silent  bliss 
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From  nature's  founts  of  loveliness  ; 
Yet  as  they  stand  all  robed  in  white, 
Silent  and  pure  as  Love's  delight, 
Give  forth  a  charm  to  every  wood, 
A  bliss  to  every  solitude. 


Each  crystal  stream  and  sparkling  fountain, 

Now  rushing  from  the  sacred  mountain 

To  water  all  the  thousand  flowers 

That  bloom  in  Hadyar's  lovely  bowers, 

Is  breaking  into  silver  lights 

In  every  leap  from  distant  heights, 

And  like  a  myriad  frosted  sprays 

Burst  shimm'ring  in  the  moonlight  rays. 

Yes — and  still  farther  down  its  sides, 

They  widen  from  their  moonlit  tides, 

Till  breaking  over  yonder  fells, 

They  roll  their  currents  through  the  dells, 

Border'd  by  gorgeous  flowers  that  dip 

Their  lovely  heads  as  weeping  slaves, 
Drinking  with  many  a  rosy  lip 

The  nectar  from  the  limpid  waves. 
And  now  their  silver  currents  met, 
They  part  in  many  a  rivulet, 
Glancing  among  the  flowery  beds, 
Now  bursting  high  above  their  heads 
In  mimic  torrent  from  the  steep, 
Then  wimpling  onward  sink  to  sleep, 
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Embower'd  beside  the  cool  kiosk, 

Too  charm'd  to  farther  flee, 
Or  hush'd  by  yonder  garden  Mosque 

In  deep  tranquillity. 

But  who  is  he  that  dares  invade 
With  stranger  step  the  island  glade  ? 
What  Messenger  of  Fear  or  Fate  ? 
Or  pledged  to  love  or  sworn  to  hate  ? 
Comes  he  to  Hadyar's  fairy  bowers, 
A  Chief  from  gay  Zamara's  towers, 
Tired  of  the  banquet  and  the  glee 
Of  Omar's  high  festivity  ? 
Or  is  it  Selim's  youthful  frame 
With  maiden  face,  but  heart  of  flame, 
Who  thinking  o'er  each  harbour'd  wrong, 
Broods  deeply  as  he  moves  along  ? 
Or  stays  to  list  the  bulbul's  song, 
Or  gazes  on  the  moonlit  sea 
O'er  which  come  sounds  of  revelry  ? 
No  Chieftain  he  from  festal  hall ; 
Nor  youthful  Selim  held  in  thrall 
By  vengeance  and  the  fearful  vow 
Which  casts  a  shadow  on  his  brow — 
A  glorious  spirit  bound  to  feel 
Each  bitter  wrong  as  prick  of  steel ; 
Goaded  to  madness  with  the  pain, 
And  finding  justice  futile,  vain — 
Ah  !  then,  when  trampled  in  the  dust, 
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Whose  sword  shall  in  its  scabbard  rust — 
Then,  Vengeance,  rise,  thy  portion  claim, 
Bid  tyrants  tremble  at  the  name, 
And  slaves  rejoice — thou  Thing  of  Flame  ! 

But  neither  one  nor  other  seems 
This  stranger  by  the  white  moonbeams, 
Who  loiters  by  yon  river's  maze 
On  which  a  thousand  flowerets  gaze, 
Entranced,  like  woodland  maidens  free 
Viewing  their  sweet  simplicity. 


Who  sits  in  yonder  fairy  nook 
Beside  the  calm  starlighted  brook  ? 
Hung  by  rose  and  jessamine  flowers — 
A  sea  nymph  lone  in  Hadyar's  bowers  ? 
An  angel  resting  on  its  flight 
In  this  sweet  island  of  delight  ? 
No — but  a  form  as  fair  as  they ; 
A  heart  as  pure  as  Heaven's  own  ray 
Of  love  that  lights  the  Houri's  eyes 
Amid  the  groves  of  Paradise. 
Sweet  Lcyli  bends  her  anxious  gaze 
Upon  the  waters'  shimm'ring  maze 
Of  light  and  shade,  now  ebbing  slow 
Upon  the  crystal  well  below, 
Where  fading  red,  and  starlit  glance 
Alternate  on  its  bosom  dance  ; 
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But  all  in  vain,  she  may  not  see 
That  face  in  mystic  imagery. 

"  'Tis  false,"  she  cries,  "  ah,  futile  hopes  !— 

A  bud  that  radiant  ere  it  opes, 

When  burst  before  the  smile  of  day 

Is  worthless — blighted  by  decay 

That  in  its  inmost  bosom  lay." 

She  bows  her  head — "  in  vain  " — she  weeps ; 

Sees  not  her  little  loved  gazelle 
That  by  her  side  unconscious  sleeps, 

Near  by  the  margin  of  the  well. 
She  heeded  not — her  soul  was  torn 
By  disappointment,  grief  and  scorn — 
Scorn  for  the  weakness  which  had  grasp'd 
A  hope  she  proved  so  vain  at  last, 
And  grief  that  love  was  past  and  done, 
And  her  young  race  was  all  but  run. 
She  wept  as  only  those  can  weep 
Who  know  affection's  wound  is  deep  ; 
And  though  the  smart,  alas,  must  kill, 
They  bless  their  God  they  feel  it  still. 
"  Oh,  fever'd  brow,  beat  on  !  "  she  cried, 
"  Oh,  bursting  brain  that  ease  denied  ! 
Oh,  broken  heart !  not  yet  be  still, 
Though  passion  linger  in  the  thrill 
Of  every  beat,  obey  the  will 
One  little  hour,  and  like  this  river, 
Forgetful  then  sleep  on  for  ever." 
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The  Zephyr,  sighing  from  the  ocean, 
Now  swings  the  flowers  in  gay  commotion  ; 
Now  wakes  the  brook  in  silence  lain  ; 
And  wafts  Zamara's  festal  strain 
To  the  sequester'd  glades  that  lie 
Beneath  fair  Hadyar's  evening  sky. 
The  bulbul  from  the  thickets  near 
Sings  on  the  night  his  anthem  clear, 
Rejoicing  that  he  still  can  greet 
The  twilight  hour  when  lovers  meet, 
And  list  entranced  to  his  own  tune 
Beneath  the  radiant  summer  moon. 
Waked  from  repose,  her  tame  gazelle 
Added  the  tinkling  of  its  bell 
To  float  along  that  moonlit  dell, 
And  on  the  breezes  sink  and  swell ; 
View'd  on  the  wave  its  image  lying, 
Or  listen'd  to  the  tourband  crying, 
Then  startled,  bounded  o'er  the  brook, 
And  the  fair  maiden  form  forsook, 
That  still  beneath  the  jessamine  tree 
Was  lost  in  sorrowing  reverie. 

"  Oh,  when  I  think  of  all  that's  gone, 

What  might  have  been — the  joyous  song 

Of  yonder  bulbul  by  the  seat, 

I  ween,  was  never  half  so  sweet 

As  mine,  when  thinking  o'er  the  scene 

Of  love,  I  wander'd  through  the  green 
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Of  Hadyar's  glades,  and  wreathed  the  vine 

With  roses  red  and  eglantine. 

And  saw  my  own  reflection  lie 

Framed  by  the  rocks,  the  woods,  the  sky, 

Sequester'd  from  the  breezes  cool 

Upon  the  margin  of  the  pool. 

All,  all  are  gone,  I  know  it  now  ; 

No  longer  at  the  shrine  I  bow 

Of  futile  hope,  nor  dare  to  see 

Upon  this  wave  the  imagery 

Of  Love  and  truthful  constancy. 

"  Ah,  yes,  they  say  a  Goddess  fair, 
In  ancient  times  with  modest  care, 
Between  the  dawning  and  the  day, 
And  when  the  evening  fades  away, 
Came  here  to  bathe  her  glowing  charms  ; 
To  view  her  face  and  polished  arms, 
Her  swelling  bosom,  pure  as  snow, 
Reflected  in  the  wave  below. 
And  as  a  virtue  that  shall  stand 
Steadfast  in  Hadyar's  lovely  strand, 
The  maid  in  after  years  who  sighs 
For  lover's  smiles,  and  lover's  eyes, 
Shall  hither  to  this  Paradise  ; 
And  when  the  evening  fades  away, 
Shall  sit  and  watch  its  redd'ning  ray 
Cast  on  the  sea,  the  cliff,  the  bay. 
And  when  it  fades  on  Helen's  hill, 
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And  trembles  red  on  Helen's  rill, 
The  maid  shall  view  upon  the  swell 
That  ruffles  Hadyar's  marble  well, 
Her  lover's  face,  in  Fancy's  eye, 
Mirrored  beneath  the  evening  sky, 
And  by  its  side  her  own  confest, 
Of  all  things  brightest,  loveliest. 

"  More  hope  perhaps  in  mutter'd  prayer 
To  Allah,  and  his  angels  fair, 
Who,  in  the  sacred  groves  above, 
Revel  in  bliss  and  endless  love, 
Yet  find  a  moment's  space  to  stray, 
Perchance,  through  Hadyar's  flowery  way, 
And  view  the  misery  of  my  state, 
My  woe,  my  tears  disconsolate, 
And  all  the  anguish  of  the  fate 
That  exiles  love  to  kindle  hate. 


"  O  Allah  !  is  there  no  relief 
To  human  woe  ?    to  human  grief  ? 
No  respite  from  a  doom  so  dread 
As  that  which  hovers  o'er  my  head, 
And  dooms  me  loveless  to  the  dead  ? 
No  hope  ? — no  feelings  that  arise 
Like  shooting  stars  from  Paradise, 
Bearing  the  sweets  of  Peace  along 
From  that  delightful  land  of  song, 
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To  cheer  me  when  the  night  of  woe 
Hath  hidden  all  I  love  below  ? 
Hush,  Passion  ! — why  repine  like  this  ? 
The  past  though  gone  is  filled  with  bliss — 
It  is  thine  own — ah,  blissful  thought  ! 
Drink  deep,  drink  deeply  of  the  draught  I 
Be  thou  my  hope,  be  thou  my  prayer, 
Oh,  tender  Love  !  who  wanders  there — 
What  says  my  heart  ? — O  Allah  !  still 
It  throbs  against  thy  heavenly  will — 
Forgive — forgive  the  wayward  thrill. 

"  That  cross  beside  the  starlit  stream, 
Kissed  gently  by  the  white  moonbeam, 
Broken,  and  cast  by  violent  hands 
Upon  the  river's  ancient  sands — 
Has  it  a  hope  that  may  impart 
A  soothing  comfort  to  my  heart  ? 
There  is  a  tale  the  Christians  tell 
Which  melts  to  tears  each  Infidel, 
Of  Prophet  born  to  death  and  doom, 
Of  mystic  signs  and  mid-day  gloom, 
Of  opened  graves  and  temples  rent 
And  Voices  in  the  firmament ; 
And  wonders  at  the  ruin'd  shrine, 
The  glory  once  of  Palestine. 
And  yet,  though  wondrous  was  His  birth 
HaiPd  by  the  good  and  wise  of  earth  ; 
And  fair  and  gentle  was  His  mien, 
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And  walk  on  earth  was  free  from  sin  ; 
Mingling  not  in  the  crash  and  din 
Of  wars  and  tumults  that  have  been, 
He  work'd  the  good  and  weal  of  all 
In  Rayah's  hut,  and  Emir's  hall — 
Strange  that  for  this  they  sought  His  life, 
The  Man  of  Peace  opposed  to  strife, 
Who  sought  not  wealth  nor  princely  throne, 
But  that  which  Mercy's  self  might  own  ; 
And  died  a  victim  to  atone 
For  sins  and  follies  not  His  own. 
So  do  they  say — oh  !  had  I  thee — 
My  heart's  dear  Love  ! — to  tell  it  me, 
How  might  I  listen  wrapt  to  know 
So  kind  a  Being  lived  below  ! 
"  How  often  have  I  kiss'd,  nor  vain, 
This  jewell'd  cross  and  golden  chain, 
Which,  on  the  eve  I  found  thee  sleeping, 
'Neath  the  jessamine  tree,  when,  keeping 
Odorous  guard,  the  buds  fell  far, 
Hiding  thy  form  and  scimitar 
With  tender  glance,  ye  flung  it  here, 
And  bade  me  guard  it  well,  nor  fear 
Our  love  would  die,  when  hanging  there 
I  felt  its  touch  and  breathed  a  prayer. 
Not  like  these  trinkets  on  my  arms, 
The  fair  Egyptian's  golden  charms, 
Or  those  that  come  from  far  Iran, 
He  said  was  this  true  talisman. 
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"  But  only  once  since  that  loved  day 
I've  seen  thee,  clasp'd  thee  to  my  breast, 
Though  every  eve  I've  watch'd  the  ray 
Of  summer  sunset  gild  the  west, 
And  hoped  each  sail  that  caught  mine  eye 
Was  thy  dear  galley  gliding  nigh. 
But  though  I  watch'd,  'twas  all  in  vain  ; 
When  shall  I  see  my  love  again  ? 
When    shall     he      come — My    Love !       My 
Giaour  ? — 

He  comes  not  yet ;  and  I  have  prayed, 
And  wept  his  absence  many  an  hour — 

Oh  !  wherefore  is  his  bark  delayed  ? 
And  ah,  dear  Selim  !  where  art  thou  ? 

Companion  of  my  earliest  days, 
Of  thoughtful  eye,  and  gloomy  brow — 

Dear  lover  of  my  mournful  lays. 
Oh,  brother  of  my  soul  thou  art  ! 

Though  not  of  blood — a  stronger  chain 
Than  kinship  binds  each  youthful  heart — 

The  bond  of  love  is  not  in  vain  ! 
O  Selim  !  never  have  I  known 
So  many  days  and  hours  alone. 
Where'er  thou  art,  could'st  thou  but  guess 
Thy  Leyli's  fears,  and  dire  distress, 
How  widely  to  the  winds  of  heaven, 
Sheet  upon  sheet,  thy  sails  were  given 
To  save  her  from  the  dreadful  fate 
That  dooms  her  Abdul's  loveless  mate. 
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"  Poor  Selim,  in  thy  bosom  too, 
Ye  bear  a  grief  but  known  to  few — 
The  burden  of  a  deathless  wrong 
Which  only  lives  to  grow  more  strong 
And  bitter  as  the  years  roll  on. 
While  other  woes  are  past  and  gone, 
This,  like  the  bite  of  serpents'  fang, 
Gives  with  each  year  a  sharper  pang. 
How  often  have  I  seen  thee  fall 
In  fair  Zamara's  vaulted  hall, 
At  the  Muzzin's  solemn  call — 
'  To  prayer — to  prayer,'  and  feel 
Upon  thy  lips  petitions  steal 
Of  deadly  and  revengeful  kind 
That  only  rise  within  the  mind 
Of  those  who  suffer  deadly  ill, 
But  weak  and  helpless  must  be  still. 
How  often  on  thy  brother's  tomb 
I've  seen  thy  form  amid  the  gloom 
Of  evening  pale  and  stilly  lying  ; 
And  heard  the  sob  and  stifled  sighing, 
Denoting  the  tempestuous  grief 
That  weeps  but  may  not  find  relief, 
And  at  this  hour,  when  haunt  and  brood 
The  silent  memories  of  the  dead, 
Not  even  Leyli  must  intrude 
To  sorrow  o'er  his  narrow  bed. 
And,  when  the  gloom  is  in  his  eye, 
Like  clouds  that  hide  a  summer  sky, 
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Departed  is  their  lovely  light, 
And  gone  all  gladness  and  delight. 
But  quickly  may  such  pass  away, 
As  midnight  dream,  or  lurid  ray 
Of  lightning  cast  upon  the  bay, 
Or  yonder  headland  steep  and  gray. 
But  should  he  view  the  basil  wave 
Above  his  murder'd  brother's  grave, 
That  instant  on  his  features  form 
More  direly  yet  the  threat'ning  storm, 


"  But,  oh  !  not  always  thus  he  seems ; 
Not  always  on  his  face  the  gleams 
Of  darkling  passion  blaze  ; 
Not  always  are  his  thoughts  the  dreams 
Where  fiery  Vengeance  strays. 
Ah !  no,  full  oft  that  light  decays 
Before  his  Leyli's  pleading  gaze. 
Ah  !  no,  my  more  than  brother,  no, 
A  little  time  it  may  be  so ; 
But  soon,  the  look  of  fury  sped, 
Delighted  we  have  view'd  the  bed 
Of  ocean  from  the  towering  head 
Of  yonder  sacred  mountain  glow 
Upon  the  white  sea  shells  below ; 
And  watched  its  waters  ebb  and  flow, 
Swell  in  the  caverns  of  the  deep, 
And  wake  the  Genii  from  their  sleep, 
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Who  rose  with  many  a  groan  and  curse 
For  having  roused  their  slumbers  thus. 

"  And  have  we  not,  when  evening  nigh, 

Reddens  the  rocks,  the  groves,  the  sky, 

Sat  in  the  gardens  of  the  Soul 

And  heard  the  billows  gently  roll 

Upon  the  sands  of  Hadyar's  isle  ; 

And  seen  the  moonbeams  glint  and  smile 

Upon  Zamara's  distant  towers, 

And,  'mid  her  lovely  garden  bowers, 

Ah  !  yes,  and  from  each  youthful  heart, 

The  Voice  of  Woe  was  far  apart  ? 

Link'd  in  its  bond,  and  fond  and  free, 

We  roam'd  in  love's  affinity  ; 

And  watch'd  the  galleys  gliding  by, 

As  distant  clouds  on  ocean  fly, 

Heading  to  Egypt  o'er  the  swell, 

Or  battle  with  the  Infidel. 

And,  oh  !  'twas  then,  but  shortly  past, 

We  found  upon  the  sands  a  mast 

By  the  long  billows  gently  cast — 

A  stern  memento,  torn  and  rent 

By  lightning  from  the  firmament. 

"  Gloomy  his  brow,  young  Selim  stood 
Upon  the  beach's    solitude  ; 
Gazed  to  the  sea,  and  then  the  wood, 
Or  bent  him  musing  o'er  the  spar, 
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While  many  a  beam  from  moon  and  star 
Flash'd  bright  from  crest  and  scimitar. 
I  sat  me  on  a  sculptured  stone  ; 
And  left  him  to  his  thoughts  alone  ; 
Pluck'd  by  my  side  the  sweet  wild  rose, 
And  ponder'd  deeply  in  repose 
Beside  fair  Helen's  Spring. 

"  He  came  at  length  ;  I  saw  him  there, 
Beside  me  stand,  the  young,  the  fair — 
The  one  who  wept  a  brother  torn 
From  his  young  arms,  and  all  forlorn, 
Himself  endured  my  father's  scorn  ; 
But  bore  his  front  as  stern  and  high 
As  Omar's  self,  and  caught  the  eye 
Of  Abdul  with  a  look  as  high. 

"  <  Selim,'  I  said,  «  my  brother  still ! 
No  hand  can  part,  no  tyrant  will 
Can  break  the  cord — affection's  chain 
Which  binds  our  hearts,  nor  weak,  nor  vain  ; 
Each  separate  link — a  joyous  day 
That  cannot,  may  not,  wear  away.' 

"  '  Oh  !  doth  thy  heart  believe  the  same  ? 
Leyli  !  '  he  cried,  with  eyes  of  flame  ; 
*  Is  there  a  light  so  strong,  so  true, 
That  far  as  eagle  ever  flew 
From  island  crag  o'er  ocean  blue, 
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It  still  might  cast  its  burning  ray 
To  light  that  wanderer  on  his  way  ? 
Is  there  a  love  which  can  intrude 
And  light  the  darkest  solitude  ? 
Can  sweet  affection  shining  there, 
Illume  the  caverns  of  despair  ? 
If  so,  perchance  this  lovely  hope, 
Sweet  as  iambac  flowers  that  float 
Upon  the  rising  tides  of  Nile, 
May  bright  me  in  its  blushing  smile.' 

"  '  Selim,  there  is — a  love  that  lies 

Like  hidden  gems  of  Paradise, 

More  matchless  than  the  Houri's  eyes ; 

Laid  in  the  grottoes  of  the  deep, 

They  round  each  jasper  pillar  peep 

In  mingling  up  of  rays — 

In  gold  and  emerald,  and  the  sheen 

Of  Sapphire  oceans,  while  between 

Eternal  sunset  plays. 

So  hear  my  feelings  all  confest, 

It  lives  within  my  maiden  breast, 

Deathless  and  bright,  the  choicest  gem 

That  decks  an  angel's  diadem. 

"  *  But,  brother,  why  that  frowning  brow  ? 
What  thought  with  torture  stirs  thee  now  ? 
Oh  !  why  with  bended  form  apart 
Hold  dread  communion  with  thy  heart  ? 
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What  feelings  rise  to  sway  thee  thus  ? 
Oh  !  is  it  madness,  or  a  curse 
Called  down  upon  thy  youthful  head 
By  Siltim,  or  the  restless  dead, 
When  ye  have  sought  the  lonely  cell 
Where  once  a  priestly  Infidel 
Before  the  swords  of  Allah  fell  ? ' 


"  '  Leyli,  no  form  more  dread  than  thine 
Usurps  my  thought,  or  at  the  shrine 
Of  this  poor  heart  may  dare  incline. 
What,  if  a  shadow  cloud  my  look  ? 
As  well  might  say  the  babbling  brook 
Should  ne'er  reflect  the  wings  of  night, 
But  always  glisten  pure  and  bright. 
Ah  !  no,  dear  Leyli !  joy  and  woe 
Like  yonder  tides  must  ebb,  must  flow, 
And  light  and  shadow  come  and  go. 
And,  when  I  see  beside  the  wave, 
The  tree  which  marks  my  brother's  grave, 
With  drooping  branch  and  shaking  leaf, 
Canst  thou  not  guess  thy  Selim's  grief.' 

"  c  Yes — yes,  my  more  than  brother  dear  ! 
Full  often  have  I  dropp'd  the  tear 
Of  sorrow  o'er  that  lonely  spot — 
The  grave  of  him  who  listeth  not, 
And  hoped  his  soul  a  happier  lot ; 

H7 


LEYLI 

And  pictured  Azur  fair  and  bold, 
The  frank  and  fearless,  lying  cold 
Upon  his  bier  within  the  hall 
That  starless  evening  mourned  by  all.' 

"  '  Hush,  Leyli,  hush  !  nor  picture  forth 
That  scene  to  rouse  a  brother's  wrath  ; 
Like  yonder  star,  but  only  set, 
'Tis  better  that  I  should  forget — 
Forget ! — ye  Fiends  of  Midnight  wait ! 
Delay,  ye  Messengers  of  Hate  ! 
Carry  not  forth  this  empty  word  ; 
And,  Vengeance,  clasp  thy  burning  sword 
Still  firmer,  lest  I  live  to  wake 
And  find  I  love  instead  of  hate.' 

"  *  O  Selim  !  stay,  nor  speak  like  this ; 
What  wilt  thou  know  of  future  bliss 
If  from  the  heart  such  wishes  rise 
To  blight  thy  hopes  of  Paradise  ? 
Wait  but  the  day,  nor  vainly  strive, 
The  hour  of  Justice  must  arise ; 
And  over  Azur's  lonely  grave 
Take  deadly  vengeance  on  the  slave.' 

"  '  Leyli,'  he  cried,  c  be  still — nor  speak — 
The  pallid  lip,  the  blanching  cheek 
Were  thine,  had  I  but  power  to  tell 
What  way  my  murder'd  brother  fell. 
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"  *  Justice  !  ' — lie  press'd  with  eager  stride 
Towards  trie  night  sea's  ebbing  tide  ; 
Then  back  with  frowning  brow  he  came, 
With  heart  on  fire,  and  eyes  aflame  : 
1  Accursed,'  he  cried,  '  that  vaunted  name 
And  thrice  accursed  the  pompous  throng 
Who  sit  to  right,  yet  rule  for  wrong  ! 
Did  Abid  hear  my  humble  prayer, 
When  hither  came  with  breezes  fair 
His  hundred  galleys  in  the  bay, 
And  at  their  anchors  snugly  lay  ? — 
No,  he  but  frown'd,  and  grimly  said 
'Twere  better  far  to  leave  the  dead 
To  sleep,  than  mar  the  spotless  fame 
Of  gallant  chiefs  of  rank  and  name. 
Did  Gifas  listen  to  my  tale, 
When  yonder  by  Zamara's  vale, 
He  lay  encamp'd  ?     I  wot  he  swore 
My  face  an  evil  aspect  bore, 
And  sternly  bade  me  speak  no  more. 
Away — no  longer  shall  I  kneel 
To  such  as  they  who  cannot  feel ; 
Who  watch'd  the  tears  of  anguish  steal 
Upon  my  cheeks,  and  to  the  prayer 
I  offer'd  turned  all  heedless  there. 
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Ah  !  preach  not,  Leyli,  of  the  hour 
That  Justice  rears  her  boasted  power, 
And  strikes — ah,  empty  vaunt  accursed  ! — 
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The  dark-browed  Felon  to  the  dust : 

Fain  would  I  think — when  Voice  like  thine 

Hails  me  towards  Her  lofty  shrine, 

That  hope  remains — No  vision  vain  ! 

It  binds  thee  with  a  slavish  chain  ; 

There  is  no  justice  born  of  man  ; 

For  wrong  no  golden  talisman. 

"  '  Here  ' — and  he  stay'd  his  rapid  stride, 

6  Here,  Leyli,  belted  to  my  side, 

This  sabre  once  a  monarch's  pride, 

See  ! ' —  and  he  drew  its  letter'd  blade 

That  gleam'd  like  lightning  in  the  shade, 

c  The  hope  which  cheers  me  in  despair, 

The  brand  that  Vengeance  well  might  wear. 

It  comes ' —  He  bent  his  gaze  afar, 

Where  yonder  disappearing  star 

Shed  dimly,  for  a  little  while, 

On  Azur's  grave  its  parting  smile — 

6  It  comes — I  feel  the  hour  of  doom  ; 

I  see  a  ghost  amid  the  gloom, 

The  felon  Moslem  in  his  tomb  ! 

"  c  But,  hush  !  ' — he  sternly  clasp'd  his  hand  ; 
Back  to  its  sheath  return'd  the  brand  ; 
And  gazed  one  moment  on  the  sand — 
'  Leyli,  forgive  my  furious  ire  ; 
Within  this  breast,  like  floods  of  fire, 
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Which  river  Etna's  blacken'd  side, 
Behold  my  passions  in  their  pride  : 
But,  oh  !  thou  canst  not,  must  not  know 
The  fearful  measure  of  my  woe, 
The  awful  tides  that  ebb  and  flow, 
O'er  which  one  heavenly  star  may  glow 
Within  the  firmament  above — 
Thy  gentle  light,  oh  hopeless  love  !  ' 

"  He  turned  away,  oh,  dreaded  fear  ! 
I  saw  within  his  eye  a  tear  ; 
A  quiver  through  his  youthful  frame  ; 
A  look  I  may  not,  dare  not  name. 
Then — Allah  !  came  a  flash,  a  shock 
Which  thunder'd  by  each  steadfast  rock, 
And  call'd  a  thousand  echoes  loud 
From  grottoes  sleeping  in  their  shroud 
Of  Lulufer  and  climbing  vine, 
Of  orange  shade  and  eglantine. 

"  He  started — turn'd  him  to  the  wave 
With  glance  his  inward  feelings  gave — 
Such  as  might  stir  the  young,  the  brave 
Who  saw  upon  the  ocean  verge 
The  lurid  flames  of  war  emerge, 
High  o'er  the  midnight  gloom  and  surge. 
'  See  !— See  ! '  he  cried,  the  fires  of  fight, 
'  Who  can  behold  so  fair  a  sight, 
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Nor  bid  his  blade  from  scabbard  leap 
Like  sunbeam  from  the  darkened  deep  ? 
Away  ! — I  seek  the  battle  deck — 
Do  broken  hearts  destruction  wreck  ? 
Do  those  communing  with  despair 
For  danger,  death  and  carnage  care  ? 
Farewell,  my  Leyli !  strife  to  me 
Has  ever  been  a  joyous  thing  ; 
And  when  my  banner  sweeps  the  sea, 
And  my  fleet  galley  spreads  the  wing, 
My  spirits  rise  with  every  swing 
Of  her  tall  masts  and  hamper  light 
That  bear  me  onward  to  the  fight.' 

"  He  sped  him  o'er  the  starlit  sand  ; 

And  carried  in  his  strong  right  hand 

Firm  grasped,  his  sheath'd  and  trusty  brand, 

But,  ere  he  reach'd  the  wild  rose  tree, 

Where  the  sweet  bulbul  loves  to  be, 

Where  wakes  his  magic  melody, 

He  turn'd  again,  and  waved  his  plume 

And  turban  in  the  deep'ning  gloom — 

Farewell,  my  Leyli !  fare  thee  well ! 

I  heard  it  wafted  on  the  swell 

Of  the  low  breeze  that  rose  and  fell, 

And  whisper  in  each  Ocean  shell. 

"  A  moment  more ;  and  he  is  gone. 
The  last  adieu  and  parting  done, 
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With  quicker  step  he  presses  on, 
Nor  branch  nor  river  seeks  to  shun, 
Nor  listens  to  the  roar  of  gun 
Where  the  red  work  is  well  begun. 
And,  Selim,  since  that  evening  hour, 
No  more  in  Hadyar's  beauteous  bower, 
Or  fair  Zamara's  lofty  tower 
Has  thy  slight  form  been  seen  ; 
And  I  must  tell  my  sorrows  here  ; 
And  deck  me  for  my  bridal  bier; 
And  lonely  weep  the  burning  tear 
O'er  joy  that  might  have  been." 
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STILL  shimm'ring  on  the  silent  brook 

And  on  the  crystal  fount, 
Glancing  where  countless  dewdrops  shook, 

And  glinting  from  the  mount, 
The  pallid  smile  of  evening  bent 
From  out  the  starlit  firmament. 
And  still  sweet  Leyli  muses  there, 
Regardless  of  the  cooling  air, 
And  of  the  tresses  of  her  hair, 
Falling  around  her  figure  light 
Like  raven  shadows  of  the  night. 
She  sees  not  earth  ;  she  views  not  sky  ; 
She  marks  not  where  the  waters  lie 
Of  ocean,  and  the  gentle  sigh 
Of  midnight  breezes  as  they  fly, 
Mingled  with  babbling  streamlets  nigh : 
She  sees  but  now  with  fancy's  eye  ; 
And  'mid  the  shadows  passing  by 
One  dear  departed  form  may  see, 
Communing  deep  with  memory. 
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'Tis  o'er,  she  cried,  I  called,  nor  vain, 
The  past  before  mine  eyes  again  ; 
Vision  on  vision,  scene  on  scene 
Of  love  and  pleasure  that  have  been, 
Arose  within  the  mind — a  crowd, 
Like  pictures  imaged  on  the  cloud 
Which  wanders  through  the  evening  dome 
When  the  red  sunbeams  glance  and  roam. 
Now  come — the  sorrow  half  is  o'er  ; 

Come  deck  me  for  my  bridal  morn, 
Ye  fairy  nymphs  of  Hadyar's  shore  ! 

Come  with  the  roses  newly  shorn. 
Leave  the  white  sea-shells  in  the  wave, 
The  grotto  and  the  coral  cave, 
Where  the  green  waters  lap  and  lave  ; 
Come — all,  a  merry  throng,  I  ween, 
With  lily. fair  and  wreaths  of  green — 
No  gold  for  me,  no  glitt'ring  gem 
Shall  deck  my  bridal  diadem. 
Only  the  flowers  that  grow  beside 
The  glow  of  Hadyar's  crystal  tide, 
Only  the  dewdrop's  matchless  rays 
Flashing  on  rose  and  orange  sprays. 


She  pluck'd  the  flowers  that  cling  and  twine- 

The  lulufer  and  eglantine, 

The  aster  and  the  celandine, 

And  wreath'd  them  with  the  tender  vine, 
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The  lily  bathing  in  the  rill, 

The  gul-i-soork  and  daffodil. 

Now  crown  me,  maidens  of  the  sea  ; 

Nor  bring  the  lotus  flower  to  me, 

Ye  Peri  of  the  distant  Nile, 

The  blossoms  of  this  fairy  isle, 

Hanging  o'er  rill  and  white  cascade, 

Or  sleeping  in,  the  moonlit  glade, 

Or  underneath  the  orange  shade 

Are  all  I  ask  to  wreath  and  braid 

Around  the  head  of  Moslem  maid. 

She  placed  them  on  her  raven  hair  : 

She  look'd  an  angel  fallen  there  : 

She  was  a  maiden  in  despair  : 

"  Now,  Abdul,  here  behold  the  bride 

All  ready  dress'd  in  maiden  pride  ; 

Come  take  her  to  thy  lordly  side 

For  weal,  for  woe,  whate'er  betide. 

But  think  not  that  for  thee  I  dress 

With  blossoms  gay  each  raven  tress, 

And  joy  in  all  their  loveliness. 

Think  not  to  find  within  my  glance, 

Like  shooting  stars,  the  love-lights  dance, 

The  blushing  cheek  to  love  bespeak, 

Or  see  my  bosom  heave  and  swell 

With  feelings  all  too  deep  to  tell. 

A  Moslem  maid  is  weak  and  shy  : 

A  Moslem  maid  may  weep  and  sigh  : 

No  Moslem  maiden  fears  to  die." 
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She  stood — her  brow  was  wreath'd  in  flowers 
She  gazed  towards  Zamara's  towers  : 
She  calPd  to  Heaven  and  all  its  Powers 
To  save  her  from  the  fearful  fate 
Of  being  Abdul's  loveless  mate — 
'Twere  surely  Mercy  link'd  with  Hate. 
She  drew  the  dagger  from  its  sheath  : 
She  saw  its  blade  gleam  bright  but  brief 
Upon  the  dimpling  stream  beneath  : 
She  mark'd  it  cut  the  tender  leaf  ; 
And  smiled — alas,  she  smiled,  poor  maid, 
To  find  how  keen  that  Persian  blade. 
Then  on  the  rock,  in  blackness  stray'd 
From  crystal  fount,  her  forehead  laid — 
The  dew  cold  rock,  in  shudd'ring  dread, 
Weak,  chill  as  the  imprison'd  ray, 
Wither'd,  through  dusty  darkness  shed, 
That  guards  the  slumbers  of  the  dead. 
So  on  this  shade,  more  deep  that  day 
Upon  it  shone  resplendent,  bright, 
In  myriad  sparks  of  diamond  light, 
The  maiden  lay,  her  arms  outspread, 
White  as  the  tears  of  Ocean  shed 
In  foam  along  her  amber  bed. 
'Twas  but  a  moment — flitted  by, 
Majestic  raised  her  head  on  high, 
Travell'd  her  glance  from  Earth  to  Sky, 
And  from  her  cheek  of  foamy  hue 
Impetuous  dashed  the  glist'ning  dew  ; 
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Then  forth  her  arm  determined  threw. 
But,  ere  it  fell,  her  tempered  gaze 
Caught  on  the  water's  shimm'ring  maze — 
She  saw  the  lily  on  its  breast, 
Its  emerald  leaf  and  snowy  crest 
By  the  soft  evening  breeze  caress'd, 
Float  like  a  cradled  nymph  at  rest. 

"  Allah  !  "  she  cried,  her  cheek  was  white ; 
She  trembled  in  the  pale  moonlight ; 
"  What  ghost  arises  from  the  grave  ? 
What  form  is  imaged  on  the  wave  ? 
Comes  it  to  mock  me  in  my  woe  ? 
To  point  the  path  the  spirits  go  ? 
A  shadow  on  its  wayward  flight 
Amid  the  splendours  of  the  night, 
That,  hovering  o'er  the  sacred  spring, 
Throws  on  the  wave  its  mystic  wing  ? 
Oh  !  if  ye  be  of  Heaven  or  Earth 
Or  Magic  hall  have  given  you  birth, 
Torture  me  not — the  sun  has  set ; 
That  fleeting  hope  I  would  forget — " 

She  raised  her  eyes — what  speech  can  tell  ? — 
'Twere  more  than  magic,  more  than  spell 
Could  rouse  the  power  which  might  express 
Her  startled  look,  her  loveliness. 
One  long  embrace,  one  burning  kiss 
Of  ardent  love's  entrancing  bliss, 
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Like  rapture  cast  from  Heaven  to  this, 

No  question  asked,  no  answer  given  ; 

'Twas  earth  ;    'twas  night ;    and  yet  'twas  heaven, 

One  deep-drawn  sigh,  but  not  of  fear  ; 

Upon  each  lash  one  dewdrop  clear  ; 

But  not  for  sorrow  glist'ning  now, 

Or  hopeless  Love,  with  pallid  brow, 

Who  seeks  to  die,  but  knows  not  how. 

"  Rapture  !  " — she  cried,  "  one  moment  gone, 

I  sought  for  death,  and  look'd  upon 

This  life,  and  all  the  hours  to  come 

As  something  worse  than  martyrdom. 

And  now  I  feel  it  all  too  short, 

Like  birds  of  Paradise  that  sport 

Amid  the  groves  and  scented  woods 

Of  many  a  cinnamon  isle, 

Where  the  blue  ocean's  sternest  moods 

Scarce  mask  day's  radiant  smile. 

Oh  !  is  it  true  I  see  thee  stand 

Beside  me  on  the  rock  ? 
Ah  !  yes,  the  pressure  of  thy  hand 

Thrills  in  a  magic  shock." 

She  flung  the  dagger  in  the  stream  : 
It  sank,  but  cast  one  threat'ning  gleam 
Back  like  a  pale  and  fearful  dream. 
Away  ! — she  dash'd  the  flowerets  down  : 
She  tore  the  garland  and  the  crown  : 
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And  stood  undeck'd  before  him  there, 
Veil'd  by  the  shadows  of  her  hair. 

"  Leyli !  "  he  cried,  "  that  dagger  drawn, 
Whose  glitt'ring  flight  the  timid  fawn 
Has  startled  on  the  dewy  lawn, 
What  means  it  ? — And  the  flowerets  torn, 
Which  late  thy  lovely  brows  had  worn. 
Oh  !  can  thy  features  still  disguise 
Aught  from  a  lover's  anxious  eyes  ? 
That  tender  smile  shall  not  beguile — 
Oh  speak  ! — and  wherefore  were  the  sighs 
I  heard,  when  unobserved  I  stood, 
And  watch'd  thee  in  thy  musing  mood, 
Upon  the  margin  of  the  wood  ?  " 

"  And  shall  I  tell  ?  "  she  softly  said, 

"  Ah  !  shall  I  tell  thee  now, 
Why  were  the  flowerets  on  my  head, 

Why  wept  they  o'er  my  brow  ; 
Why  gleam'd  the  dagger's  trenchant  blade  ; 

Why  heaved  my  bosom  so  ; 
Why  came  each  deep  and  deeper  shade 

Of  unrelenting  woe  ? 

Those  flowers  were  wreath'd  for  Moslem  maid 
To  dress  and  wear  amid  her  hair, 
New  shorn  from  Hadyar's  sacred  glade, 
Upon  her  bridal  morn  ; 
And  now,  by  Allah's  Heavenly  Will, 
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Beside  the  waters  of  the  rill, 
Behold  them  rent  and  torn. 

That  dagger "  "  Leyli,  oh  forgive  ! 

How  can  I  view  my  sin  and  live  ? 
Blessed  Virgin  !  "  cried  the  Leslie  then, 
"  Ye  led  me  to  this  lovely  glen, 
Sequester'd  from  the  gaze  of  men, 
Else  had  the  fear  I  dreaded  most 
Now  met  me  on  this  fairy  coast, 
And  I  had  come,  but  all  too  late, 
To  save  my  Leyli  from  a  fate 
As  dark  as  Hell,  as  cruel  as  Hate. 

"  It  was  but  two  short  days  ago 

I  felt  the  breezes  softly  blow 

Behind  my  black  corvette  ; 

And  view'd  o'er  Samian's  hills  of  pine 

The  God  of  Evening's  slow  decline, 

Till  all  his  rays  were  set. 

And  soon  upon  a  rocky  shore, 

I  saw  the  bale  fires  gleam  and  soar  ; 

And  heard  afar  the  sullen  roar, 

Where  billows  spout  and  jet, 

'Twas  then,  I  caught  amid  the  gloom 

A  tiny  spark,  nor  star,  nor  moon, 

Nor  ghost,  nor  spirit  from  the  tomb 

Beneath  that  mountain  lie. 
And  on  the  evening  rose  and  fell 
The  tambour  and  the  clash  of  Zel, 
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That  drown'd  with  their  barbaric  swell 

The  Muzzin's  chaunting  cry. 
"  I  backed  the  mainsail  to  the  mast, 

Where  on  the  ruffled  deep, 
Broadly  that  looming  mountain  cast 

Its  pines  to  wave  and  weep. 
And  soon  a  boat  has  borne  me  o'er 

The  Ocean  to  that  festal  shore — 
A  Moulah  from  a  distant  isle, 
I  come,  and  for  a  little  while 
Seek  shelter,  till  the  rising  day 
Bids  hoist  my  sail  and  bear  away. 
What  did  I  see  that  evening  hour  ? 
A  maiden  in  the  greenwood  bower  : 
Ah,  no  !  a  strong  and  battled  hold  ; 
A  guard  of  Moslem  warriors  bold  ; 
An  anchor'd  fleet  that  dipp'd  and  roll'd. 
And  from  their  gaffs  the  dying  breeze 
Waved  the  green  pennons  o'er  the  seas  ; 
While  from  an  open  port  would  steal 
At  times  the  threat'ning  flash  of  steel. 

"  Within  the  hall  a  Pasha  sits, 
And  views  how  fleet  the  dancer  flits ; 
How  graceful  whirls  on  pointed  toe  ; 
How  treads  the  mazing  measure  slow, 
How  heaves  with  pride  her  breast  of  snow. 

"  They  led  me  to  that  Castle  hall- 
Three  Moslem  guardsmen  grim  and  tall ; 
162 


LEYLI 

And  stern,  he  question'd  high, 

My  race  and  lineage,  age  and  name, 

And  whither  o'er  the  wave  I  came, 

And  where  my  course  might  lie. 

I  knew  him  then — the  hated  name — 

A  Moslem's  pride,  their  foemen's  shame — 

How  can  I  utter  even  now, 

Without  a  dark  and  frowning  brow, 

Thy  title,  Abdul,  which  was  given 

By  those  you  call  the  Swords  of  Heaven  ? 

Rather  the  Fiends  of  Fire  they  are 

That  float  beneath  the  midnight  star 

On  Samian's  rocky  shore, 

Than  those  pure  spirits,  born  of  Light, 

Who  wander  through  the  starry  night, 

And  weep  man's  follies  o'er. 

"  c  Ah  ! — it  is  well ! — a  holy  man 

Come  hitherward  from  far  Iran 

To  view  the  thousand  islands  set, 

Like  emeralds  in  a  coronet, 

Upon  the  Grecian  sea. 

I  wot  ye  know  the  magic  lore 

That  taught  by  learned  priests  of  yore 

Lays  bare  Futurity — 

'Tis  well — but  ope  that  secret  gate 

By  aid  of  moon  or  star ; 
I  seek  to  know  determinate, 

Undo  each  bolt  and  bar — 
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Thou  canst  not  view  the  heavens  aright — 

I  see  the  planets'  palely  light — 

I  see  the  crescent  moon  : 

I  see  the  meteor  on  its  flight 

Across  the  calm  lagoon. 

Come  hither  to  this  window  cast 

Within  the  eastern  turret  fast, 

High  arching  to  the  roof, 
That  looks  upon  the  shadowed  sea, 
Where  glance  the  starlights  bright  and  free 

Like  shuttles  through  the  woof. 
Here  thou  canst  see  the  stars  of  heaven  ; 
And  calculate  their  portents  given — 
Here  draw  the  horoscope  I  ask — 
Surely  to  thee  an  easy  task, 
As  well  as  though,  above  the  din 
Tumultuous  of  the  world,  within 
The  solitude  of  night,  you  sat 
Upon  the  peak  of  Ararat.' 

"  I  came — before  me  winding  lay 
The  Asian  coast  with  cape  and  bay  : 
I  saw  it  'neath  the  pallid  ray 

Of  the  unclouded  moon. 
I  saw  the  mountains'  gloom  afar  : 
I  saw  the  beach  and  sandy  bar 

Enfold  the  broad  lagoon. 
c  Thou  seest  all — the  vault  of  night  ; 
The  meteor  on  its  distant  flight ; 
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The  ebbing  tides  of  ocean  flow, 

The  crescent  queen  of  midnight  glow  ; 

The  shadows  sleeping  on  the  sea 

In  undisturb'd  solemnity — 

All  are  before  thee — now  I  wait 

To  hear  the  fiat  given  of  Fate.' 

"  Ah,  Leyli !  had  my  trusty  brand 

Been  girded  to  my  side, 
And  at  my  back  a  gallant  band, 

I  would  have  tamed  his  pride. 
But,  no — I  curb'd  my  restless  ire  ; 
Glanced  but  a  fleeting  flash  of  fire 

From  mine  indignant  eyes, 
Then  dropped  them  humbly  to  the  floor. 
I  saw  him  start,  and  sternly  o'er 

Look  at  my  dark  disguise. 
But  naught  he  found  suspicious  there — 
A  Moulah's  dress,  a  Moulah's  air, 

Save  for  that  flash  of  flame. 


"  Chieftain,  I  said,  why  wish  to  view 
What  Allah's  Will  ordains  for  you 

Of  happiness  or  shame  ? 
Why  with  too  curious  glance  survey 
Mysterious  Fate's  appointed  day 

Of  individual  doom. 
Enough,  thou  knowest  what  is  past ; 
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The  present  moments  journey  fast 

Each  to  its  separate  tomb  ; 
And  ye  are  happy  who  can  say, 
Now  I  have  spent  a  joyous  day — 

Come  midnight  cold  and  still ; 
I  feel  no  sadness  at  the  hour ; 
Amid  the  starlight  of  the  bower 

Not  one  regretful  thrill. 
Therefore,  the  secrets  of  thy  Fate 
Why  rashly  seek  to  penetrate  ? 
'  I  care  not,  Priest  of  Heaven  !  or  Hell ! 
I  seek  to  know — Commence  the  spell ; 
Else  hadst  thou  better  stay'd  to  tell 
Thy  mutter'd  prayers  in  holy  fear, 
In  Shiraz's  Vale  than  wander  here.' 

"  Chief,  as  thou  wilt — ah,  foolish  man  ! 
From  this  rash  course  what  talisman, 
With  magic  power,  may  charm  thee  now  ? 
Enough,  nor  bend  that  frowning  brow, 

Thy  horoscope  is  told. 
And  I  have  seen  thy  fateful  path, 
Now  bright  with  joy,  now  grim  with  wrath 

On  midnight  archways  roll'd. 

The  parchment  such  as  clouds  afford, 
Its  characters  the  Stars  of  God. 

"  Yes,  listen,  Abdul !  for  mine  eye 
Hath  read  that  God-sent  prophecy. 
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Taught  in  the  lore  of  other  years, 

Deeply  by  Iran's  gifted  seers, 

My  looks,  far  sent,  untrammelPd,  see 

Th'  events  of  dim  Futurity — 

That  World  where  only  glance  sublime 

Of  Heaven's  Inhabitant  may  trace, 

Like  sunbeam  on  its  way  through  space, 

The  wondrous  March  of  Time. 

"  'Twas  evening ;  and  the  sun  was  set, 
But  my  light  galley  linger 'd  yet 

Upon  the  starlit  sea. 
Full  flow'd  the  sail,  and  taut  the  sheet ; 
She  sped  along  like  grey-hound  fleet ; 

The  wind  was  blowing  free  ; 
And  to  each  blue  and  mimic  wave, 
With  gentle  motion,  down  she  gave, 

And  dipp'd  her  gliding  lee. 
'Twas  then,  when  musing  in  the  stern, 
I  thought  of  all  that  man  might  learn 

From  midnight  sea  and  sky, 
I  saw  above  the  bellying  sail 
Two  splendid  planets  shining  pale 

Like  lamps  hung  out  on  high, 
Which,  cast  from  Allah's  Heavenly  Throne, 
Shine  with  a  glory  all  their  own 

To  light  the  Angels  by. 
But  ever  and  anon  the  flight 
Of  fleecy  clouds  obscured  their  light ; 
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One  moment  dark,  the  next  so  bright, 

They  rose  and  smiled  to  dimly  set, 

As  if,  like  timid  maidens  yet, 

They   fear'd    the    bliss    their   radiance    brings 

To  love's  first  infant  glimmerings. 

But  as  I  gazed,  the  cloudlets,  dim, 

Receded  from  each  silver  rim, 

And  left  them  shining  fair  ; 
I  wonder'd  at  the  beauty  sent 
From  God's  high  vaulted  firmament, 

While  sitting  musing  there. 

"  Then  o'er  my  spirit  calmly  fell 

The  magic  music  of  the  spell, 

Which  opens  to  the  eye  of  man 

Regions  remote,  beyond  the  span 

Of  finite  vision  to  descry, 

Amid  the  mazes  of  the  sky. 

And  where,  conceal'd,  the  scrolls  of  Time 

Unroll  themselves  like  ghostly  fears, 
When  travels  Allah's  Glance  sublime 

Among  the  Starlit  hemispheres. 
Ah  !  and  I  heard  more  sweet,  more  strong 

The  music  of  the  spheres, 
And  mingling  sadly  in  their  song 

The  voice  of  bygone  years. 
And,  more  remote,  I  heard  a  Harp, 
Whose  heavenly  tones,  nor  high,  nor  sharp, 
ThrilPd  forth  from  every  golden  string 
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Swept  by  the  passing  Envoy's  wing, 
From  wonder  unto  wonder  bent 
Through  Allah's  starry  Firmament. 
How  sweet  it  rose  ;  how  soft  it  fell, 
Like  Cherub  bidding  Heaven  farewell, 
When,  passing  through  its  crystal  Gate, 
He  wings  to  Earth  disconsolate. 

"  Amid  the  archways  of  the  Night, 
The  Angel  stay'd  upon  his  flight 

To  systems  more  remote  ; 
And  listen'd  to  the  Magic  verse 
That,  flying  through  the  Universe, 

His  Seraph  wings  awoke. 
Hush'd  were  the  Voices  of  the  Spheres, 
The  sadcPning  strains  of  bygone  years ; 
The  spaces  of  the  Hemispheres 

In  Starlit  silence  lay. 
It  spoke  the  mysteries  of  Time  ; 
The  goodness  and  the  grace  Sublime 

In  its  entrancing  lay. 
The  Cherub  raised  adoring  gaze 
To  Heaven's  far  distant  Shrine, 
Where,  through  the  suns  and  starry  maze, 
He  saw  its  glories  shine. 
It  ceased — The  echo  travell'd  far  : 
I  heard  it  pass  each  farther  star, 

And  touch  its  silver  shore  : 
I  heard  it  sound  among  the  naves, 
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And  'mid  the  starry  Architraves 
Of  Heaven  for  ever  more. 


"  And  I  awoke  from  Paradise 

To  find  me  on  the  Sea, 
Beneath  the  glow  of  Grecian  skies, 

Close  by  an  island's  lee. 
But  from  that  more  than  mortal  trance, 
Where  my  freed  Spirit  caught  a  glance 

Of  things  that  still  shall  be, 
And  sail'd  without  the  chain  of  Sense 
Through  Heaven's  sublime  magnificence — 
Yes — from  that  Vision  I  am  here, 

A  priest  without  a  name, 
But  Allah's  own  oppointed  seer 

Sent  to  announce  thy  shame. 
You  seek  for  knowledge  ! — learn  it  now — 

Draw  back  the  awful  Gate  ! 
Now  veil  the  hauteur  of  thy  brow  ! 

And  know  thy  tragic  fate. 
Yon  distant  star — lo  !  shooting  down 
From  queenly  Night's  resplendent  crown — 

Behold  it  well,  I  say ; 
Like  it  have  you  by  God  been  sent, 
Splendid  through  Life's  young  firmament — 

But  see  ! — it  melts  away  : 
And  so  thy  course,  resplendent  still, 

Shall  fade  in  midnight  gloom — 
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Behold  the  Voice  !— 'tis  Allah's  Will— 
The  fiat  of  thy  doom. 


"Thou  canst  not  hear — 'tis  but  the  flow 

Of  Ocean  tides  you  cry, 
Oh,  different  to  my  ear  ! — I  know 

The  Voices  of  the  sky. 
Those  galleys  with  their  canvas  bent ; 
And  all  their  threat'ning  armament  : 
Do  I  not  know  the  dawning  hour 
Will  see  them  steer  from  this  lone  tower 

Towards  Zamara's  hold  ? 
Do  I  not  know  that  o'er  its  bay, 
Ere  twice  shall  close  the  summer's  day, 

A  hundred  chieftains  bold 
Will  sit  in  Omar's  porphyry  hall 
To  banquet  and  high  festival  ? 
And  when  the  Morning  wakens  gray 

From  o'er  the  Asian  Mountains, 
Lighting  the  peaks  with  mystic  ray, 

And  glitt'ring  on  their  fountains, 
With  dipping  heads  to  seaward  cast, 
And  topsails  raised  upon  the  mast, 
And  bellying  to  the  rising  blast, 
A  fleet  shall  ride  the  swell: 
Then  will  a  hundred  galleys  sweep, 
Like  seagulls  o'er  the  azure  deep, 

Against  the  Infidel. 
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"  Do  I  not  know  their  destin'd  course  ; 
Do  I  not  hear  the  billows  hoarse 

Break  thund'ring  in  their  wake  ? 
Their  course  is  o'er  the  ^Egean  tide, 
With  flowing  sheet,  whate'er  betide, 

A  gallant  show  they  make. 
And  Heila's  turrets  o'er  the  deep 
Must  bend  them  low  before  the  sweep 

Of  Abdul's  thousand  oars ; 
And  tremble  at  the  voice  that  calls — 
Surrender  now  your  towers,  your  halls, 

This  island  and  its  shores. 

"  But  listen  thou,  who  sit'st  on  high 
With  lofty  look  and  kindling  eye, 
With  front  of  pride  and  hauteur  set 
Upon  thy  brow — but  mark  me  yet, 
That  look  shall  fade,  that  kindling  glance 
Shall  vanish  like  a  midnight  trance, 
When  the  white  moonbeams  cease  to  dance 
Upon  the  wave  that  laps  the  wall 
Of  high  Zamara's  porphyry  hall, 
And  tempest  o'er  the  startled  sea 
Lets  loose  its  terrors  wild  and  free. 
So,  as  the  sleeper  from  his  bed, 
From  pleasant  dream-land  lifts  his  head 
And  shudders  at  the  sounds  which  rise 
Yet  more  tremendous  mid  the  skies, 
Shall  Abdul  wake  from  blissful  day 
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To  find  its  smile  has  pass'd  away, 

And  Fortune  with  deceitful  ray 

Shall  glance,  shall  glimmer,  and  decay. 

The  eerie  tower,  the  knightly  band 

That  own  the  Leslie's  high  command, 

Still  undismay'd,  shall  guard  the  land 

Their  swords  have  gain'd,  their  island  strand. 

And  woe  to  Abdul's  countless  host ; 

They  came  with  pride  upon  its  coast  ; 

They  shall  return  a  shatter'd  power, 

A  vanquished  fleet  to  Omar's  tower. 

"  '  Sayest  thou  thus  ! '  with  frowning  brow, 
Grim  Abdul  question'd  fiercely  now  ; 
*  Sayest  thou  thus  ! — Shall  Abdul  fail 
When  his  fleet  galley  drops  her  sail, 
To  bend  before  the  rising  gale  ? 
And  leads  the  van  of  yonder  fleet 
The  Knightly  Infidels  to  meet. 
No  !  by  my  father's  sword  and  mine  ! 
By  Orkan's  tomb  !  and  Mecca's  shrine  ! 
Thou  perjur'd  Priest  !     I  swear, 
Vanquish'd,  no  broken  fleet  shall  bear, 
No  shatter'd  galley  seek  to  wear 
From  Christian  Navy's  crescent  line, 
Though  Doria  led  with  deep  design 
Of  Strategy  its  marshall'd  van, 
Aided  by  every  Duke  and  Ban 
That  Christendom  may  own. 
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"  *  And  shall  the  towers  which  crown  the  rock 

Of  Heila's  distant  isle, 
But  slightly  guarded,  stand  the  shock 

Of  Battle  for  a  while  ? 
See,  but  those  galleys  on  the  tide  ; 
Mark,  when  each  lifts  its  frowning  side, 

What  threat'ning  flash  is  thrown  ; 
How  wide  each  port — now  bright,  now  dim 
The  shotted  guns  look  forth — how  grim 

By  the  pale  moonbeams  shown. 

"  *  Tell  me,  my  chiefs ' — he  look'd  around 

Upon  his  turban'd  band, 
'Tell  me,  when  loud  the  trumpets  sound 

At  Abdul's  high  command, 
Shall  Heila's  towers  resist  the  shock, 
Though  planted  steadfast  on  the  rock, 
Of  Salvoes  from  those  dogs  of  war  ? 
Shall  turret  stand  ?     Shall  bolt  or  bar 

Resist  their  rude  assault  ? 
And  hear,  false  Priest  of  death  and  doom, 
If  led  my  pathway  to  the  tomb 

I  would  disdain  to  halt. 
I  fear  not  death  ;  I  wreck  not  doom  ; 
My  kindling  hopes  thou  canst  not  gloom  : 
They  glow  like  watch  fires  in  the  skies ; 
Like  glorious  deeds  of  high  emprise 
Which,  through  the  darkness,  brighter  rise 
To  blast  thy  God-sent  prophecies. 
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"  *  And  even  though  thy  words  were  true, 

And  death  loomed  dark  and  near, 
Still  would  one  bliss  obscure  the  view, 

One  joy  would  banish  fear. 
Ah,  Leyli !  from  thy  latticed  bower, 
Hung  by  vine  and  jasmin  flower, 

On  Hadyar's  lovely  isle, 
I  see  thee,  with  a  nymph-like  grace, 
Come  forth  to  meet  my  loved  embrace 

By  the  pale  moonbeam's  smile. 
Ha  ! — dost  thou  start,  accursed  Priest ! 
Dost  know  for  me  the  marriage  feast 
In  Omar's  porphyry  hall  is  laid  ; 
For  me  the  nymphs  of  Hadyar's  glade 
Twine  roses  in  her  raven  hair — 
Leyli,  the  young,  the  loved,  the  fair  ? 
Yes,  and  her  love  so  pure  and  bright — 
A  Moslem  Chieftain's  sole  delight, 
When  sleeps  his  blade  from  Christian  fight, 
Could  chase  the  clouds  of  doom  you  call 
Again  to  Hell's  remotest  hall.' 


"  I  started,  Leyli ! — who  can  say — 

When  fills  the  mind  with  sudden  grief, 

When  hope,  a  moment,  oh,  so  gay  ! — 
So  gay,  perhaps,  because  so  brief, 

Like  a  pure  star  but  only  set, 

Which  seem'd  so  fragile  yet  so  fair, 
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That  form'd  in  Night's  young  coronet 
The  chiefest  point  of  glory  there — 
Has  set  at  last  ?     So  bright,  so  pure, 
It  seem'd  as  though  it  must  endure 
For  ever — and  my  hope  was  so  ; 
Brilliant  it  rose  to  set  in  woe — 
Alas,  it  sank — but  who  can  say 
What  feelings  rise,  what  passions  sway 
The  mind  when  hope  hath  pass'd  away  ? 
Ah,  no,  but  only  he  whose  will 
Curbs  the  wild  fires  of  passion  still, 
Or  teaches  good  to  conquer  ill ; 
Yet  he  can  only  feel  the  pang, 
Weak  as  a  serpent's  toothless  fang, 
To  that,  when  faith  and  lover's  trust 
Are  shatter'd  headlong  in  the  dust. 

"  I  felt  the  fire  of  passion  rise, 

And  lifted  my  indignant  eyes. 

I  knew  they  gleam'd  beneath  my  cowl ; 

I  felt  upon  my  brow  a  scowl, 

And  grasp'd  the  dagger  by  my  side  ; 

I  felt  the  glow  of  battle  glide 

Through  every  pulse  like  liquid  flame, 

And  nerved  me  for  a  deed  of  fame. 

But  ere  the  fatal  die  was  cast 

I  look'd  around,  the  first,  the  last, 

Upon  the  banded  Othmans  nigh 

To  know  if  there  was  chance  to  fly  ; 
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I  cared  not  much  ;  I  wished  to  die. 
Yet  did  I  seek  to  single  out 
Their  bravest,  ere  the  battle  shout 
Of  Allah  !  through  the  castled  hall 
Announced  on  high  grim  Abdul's  fall. 

"  But,  as  my  foot  had  forward  bent, 
My  fiery  glances,  farther  sent, 

Beheld,  amid  the  crowd, 
Young  Selim's  fair  but  fragile  frame 
With  lowering  front  and  eye  of  flame 

Regard  that  Pasha  proud  ; 
And,  as  I  look'd,  I  learn'd  the  cause 
Instinctive,  and  a  fated  pause 

Ensued,  and  silence  deep, 
Till,  lo  !  the  voice  of  Abdul  fell, 
And  waken'd  like  a  deep-voiced  bell 

Each  echo  from  its  sleep. 

"  '  Away,  the  perjured  Priest  who  dares, 
Because  of  that  dark  dress  he  wears, 

To  call  down  doom  and  woe 
Upon  the  chiefs  of  Othman's  race, 
And  prophesy  their  dire  disgrace 

Before  a  Paynim  foe. 
Away  ! — the  cliffs  are  tall  I  ween  ; 
They  glimmer  with  a  ghostly  sheen 

Upon  the  midnight  sea  ; 
And  at  their  base  the  pointed  rocks 
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Feel  not  the  ocean's  mimic  shocks, 

But  sleep  unconsciously. 
Cast  him  from  thence,  ye  cowering  slaves  ! 
From  yonder  pinnacle  that  braves 

The  highest  winds  of  heaven  ! 
And,  mark  ye,  when  he  stands  to  leap, 
When  on  the  edge  his  holy  feet 

A  moment's  space  are  given, 
Mark  ye  what  signs  of  fear  o'erspread 
His  features,  if  his  haughty  head, 
That  bent  not  here  before  my  power, 
Droops  craven  at  the  awful  hour 

Which  hurls  him  in  the  wave  ; 
For  I  would  know  each  sign  of  fear, 
The  palsied  frame,  the  gushing  tear 

That  speaks  the  dastard  slave. 

"  *  Away  ! — and  let  him  look  his  last, 
Ere  from  the  towering  height  you  cast 

Him  headlong  to  his  doom, 
Upon  the  winding  Asian  shore 
Which  he  shall  wander  on  no  more, 

Now  waning  in  the  gloom. 
What  ! — Slaves  ! — you  disobey  your  chief — 
By  Allah  !  and  Mahund  !     I  sware — 
Dogs  that  you  are  !  your  lives  are  brief  ! 
Ho  ! — my  brave  Janissaries  there  ! 
Seize  him,  and  bind  him  foot  and  hand, 
And  execute  your  lord's  command — 
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Curses  on  you — ye  coward  band  ! — 
He  turn'd  him  to  his  guards — 
Ye  would  not  harm  a  holy  man ; 
Wears  he  some  mystic  talisman 
To  guard  him  from  your  swords  ? ' 

"  I  stood  to  spring ;  but  lo  !  the  eye 
Of  Selim  glanced  so  keen,  so  high, 

Like  falcon  on  its  prey, 
It  held  me  like  a  magic  spell, 
That  spirits  of  the  dead  may  tell 

When  moonlight  fades  away. 
And,  as  I  paused,  the  inward  gate 
Swung  wide  ;  and  strong,  in  martial  state, 

The  Janissaries  came, 
With  lofty  caps  and  hanging  weed — 
A  trusty  band  in*time  of  need 

Of  cruel  but  warlike  fame. 
And  round  me  wheel'd  that  Mameluke  band  ; 
And  seized  and  bound  me  foot  and  hand, 

With  coarse  and  ribald  jest ; 
And  turn'd  to  lead  me  from  the  hall 
Where  silence,  ominous  o'er  all, 

Hung  like  a  pall  at  rest. 
But  at  this  moment  forward  sprang 
Young  Selim,  and  his  sabre  rang 

Upon  the  marble  floor — 
'  Halt  !— in  the  name  of  Allah,  halt  ! 
What  means  this  blasphemous  assault  ? 
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Ho  !  close  the  outward  door  ! 
Stand,  idle  chieftain,  if  thou  wilt  ! ' 
His  hand  was  on  his  sabre  hilt  ! 
c  For  me  I  stand  to  arms. 
A  holy  man  with  holy  gift ; 
Cursed  be  the  lord  who  will  not  lift 

His  sword  on  him  that  harms 
A  Prophet,  who  from  God  has  caught 
The  prophecy  he  now  but  taught  ! 
Woe  to  that  one,  whatever  the  cause, 
Who  violates  the  sacred  laws 

Of  hospitality ; 

Forever  cursed  the  wretch's  name  ; 
And  blasted  be  his  warlike  fame 

In  endless  infamy.' 

"  He  stood  before  the  Pasha  there  ; 
He  met  his  glance  with  equal  stare 

Of  hauteur  and  of  pride. 
Fiercely  the  form  of  Abdul  rose 
From  off  the  divan's  soft  repose, 

And  forward — with  a  stride 
He  laid  his  hand  on  Selim's  arm  ; 
Then  up  the  leaders  in  alarm 

Sprang  to  their  weapons,  now, 
And  flash'd  the  sabres  in  the  light 
Of  the  bright  lamps,  a  threat'ning  sight, 
While  bent  was  many  a  brow. 
But  with  a  force  resistless,  then, 
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Brave  Selim  shook  him  free  ; 

And  waving  back  the  foremost  men, 

He  turn'd  and  bade  me  flee — 

One  blow,  my  cords  were  cut  in  twain  ; 

Desperate  the  outward  gate  to  gain, 

I  burst  me  through  the  crowd  ; 
But,  ere  I  left  that  vaulted  hall, 
I  turn'd  one  instant  at  the  call 

Of  <  Allah  !  '  rising  loud  ; 
And  circling  blades  were  flashing  there 
Like  shooting  stars  in  upper  air ; 
Round  Selim's  slender  form  a  band 
Of  youthful  Aghas  took  their  stand, 
Obedient  to  his  skill'd  command  ; 
Not  rash,  but  resolute  they  stood, 
Ready  of  hand  and  fierce  of  mood. 
Then  on — the  guard  obscured  the  view  ; 
Like  frightened  roe  from  hounds  I  flew  ; 
The  Castle  dimm'd  behind  me  fast; 
I  felt  the  midnight's  cooling  blast 

Sweep  o'er  my  fever'd  brow  ; 
My  foot  was  free  upon  the  rock, 
And  Abdul's  minions  I  could  mock, 

Secure  and  heedless  now. 

"  Soon — soon  my  skiff,  upon  the  wave, 
Bears  me  where  gently  lap  and  lave 

The  waters  on  the  side 
Of  my  dark  frigate,  looming  large 
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Amid  the  shade  like  ghostly  barge 

That  stems  a  ghostly  tide. 
And  now  the  rising  breezes  fill 
The  canvas  spread  ;  and,  dark  and  still, 
The  "  Sea-bird "  heels,  and  glides  away 
Adown  the  Strait,  past  cape  and  bay. 
"  I  saw  the  lights  upon  the  sea 

Gleam  from  that  castle  high ; 
But  heard  no  sound  of  martial  glee 

As  swift  we  pass'd  it  by  : 
And  as  we  sail'd,  and  as  we  sail'd 

I  paced  with  restless  stride 
The  deck,  and,  oh  !  my  manhood  fail'd- 

I  wept  me  for  the  bride, 
Who  once  I  thought  for  me  alone, 

Hid  in  her  heart  a  deathless  love, 
And  now,  ah  !  cold  its  rays  had  grown, 

Like  the  white  starlights  from  above 
Which  glint  on  arctic  berg  and  floe, 
As  phantom  Angels  come  and  go, 
The  white-robed  Messengers  of  Woe. 
And  then  I  thought  that  I  must  stray 

In  Hadyar's  glade  a  little  while  ; 
And  view  the  spot  where  once  I  lay, 

And  caught  my  Leyli's  angel  smile. 

"  Yes,  Fancy,  with  imperial  powers, 
Led  me  to  Hadyar's  jessamine  bowers, 
By  the  pale  midnight's  silent  hours, 
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To  weep — and  view  the  distant  towers 

Of  high  Zamara  far. 
Over  the  azure-tinted  sea, 
Bathed  in  the  moonbeams  beauteously, 

Glow  like  a  sinking  star. 
And,  oh  !  I  stood  and  view'd  it  all — 

The  streamlet  and  the  Mosque  ; 
I  listen'd  to  the  bulbuPs  call 

By  your  own  loved  Kiosk ; 
I  pick'd  the  flowerets  which  your  hand 
Had  twined,  but  dropp'd  upon  the  sand — 

Behold  them,  Leyli,  here  ! 
Though  wither'd,  crush'd  beside  the  rill, 
To  me  they  seem'd  most  lovely  still, 

And  shall  be  ever  dear. 

"  But  thou  dost  weep — my  Leyli,  why  ? 

Oh  !  tell  me  wherefore  this  ? 
Is  there  in  Earth  or  Heaven  on  high 

An  hour  with  half  such  bliss  ?  " 
"  And  it  is  so,  my  Emir  true  ! 
So  sweet  the  moments,  but  so  few. 
Oh  !  when  the  Muzzin  calls  to  prayer, 
And  every  Moslem  turns  with  care 
Towards  the  Kubleh's  holy  arc, 
What  thrill  of  angel  pleasures  start ; 
What  inborn  hopes  entrancing  rise, 
Bright  with  the  glows  of  Paradise. 
But,  oh,  those  hopes  ! — how  cold  they  seem 
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To  this — this  more  than  Houri's  dream — 
Such  boundless  ecstasy  of  soul 
Which  passeth  all  a  maid's  control. 
Oh  !  when  these  moments  on  the  wing 
To  this  sweet  bliss  an  ending  bring, 

When  all  hath  fled  away, 
And  I  have  seen  thy  skiff  recede, 
Ere  Night  hath  raised  her  drooping  weed, 

Upon  the  seaward  bay — " 

"  Now,  by  my  father's  sword  !  "  he  said, 

"  And  Leslie's  ancient  name  ! 
I  will  not  leave  thee,  lovely  maid, 

To  agony  and  shame. 
Oh,  cold  my  heart !  if  I  could  see 

Thee  weeping  on  the  sand, 
And  waving  in  the  gloom  to  me 

Thy  white  and  lovely  hand. 
No,  Leyli ! — no  !  thy  knight  is  true 
To  plighted  troth,  to  love,  to  you  ; 
And  naught,  I  swear,  shall  part  us  more 
When  we  have  left  sweet  Hadyar's  shore. 

"  My  Castle  towers  o'er  Heila's  strand  : 
A  hundred  archers  ready  stand 

Upon  its  battlements ; 
And  sure  and  swift  their  shafts  can  fly; 
Beneath  its  walls  my  galleys  lie, 

No  idle  armaments. 
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Come,  Leyli ! — Come  ! — two  hundred  hearts 

As  true  as  Malta's  halls  can  boast, 
Shall  cease  to  beat  ere  Heila  parts 

From  that  her  Chieftain  loves  the  most. 
And  should  the  towers  of  Heila  fall 

Before  our  foes'  assault, 
In  crumbling  ruins,  turret,  hall, 

Each  architrave  and  vault, 
There  is  a  land  of  hill  and  vale, 

Of  loch,  cascade  and  stream, 
Where  never  shone  the  crescent  pale 

Save  in  the  moonlit  beam. 

"  Yes,  Scotland  !  far  beyond  the  sea — 
Home  of  the  brave,  the  true,  the  free  ; 
Where  Freedom  wears  no  coward  veil, 

No  weakly  homage  brings 
To  foreign  liege  ;  and  where  the  Gael 

His  kilted  tartan  flings, 
Broad  to  the  winds  of  heaven  that  ride 

Around  his  heath-clad  hills, 
And  listens  to  the  music  wide 

Rise  from  their  thousand  rills. 
Yes,  Leyli !  where  my  father's  tower 

Hangs  o'er  the  rapid  Spey, 
I'll  make  thee  there  a  lovely  bower 

In  stream-girt  Aikenway. 
There  shalt  thou  view  Benagen's  height 

In  purple  grandeur  rise  ; 
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And  see  the  eagle  on  its  flight 

Mount  upward  to  the  skies ; 
The  lofty  Convals  summits  far 

Like  distant  sentries  stand ; 
Each  frowns  to  each,  till  lo  !  the  star 

Of  midnight  lights  the  land  ; 
And  thou  shalt  see  the  mist-clad  peak 

Of  dark  Ben-Rinnis  soar, 
When  the  red  beams  of  Morn  bespeak 

The  hours  of  darkness  o'er. 
Ah  !  yes,  when  off  the  Vale  of  Spey, 

Torn  into  widening  rifts 
By  the  first  sunbeam's  burning  ray, 

The  cloud  of  vapour  lifts, 
Then  Spey  and  forest,  rock  and  glade, 

In  opening  vistas  wide, 
Are  seen  from  Orkil's  birchen  shade 

To  Fiddoch's  silvery  tide. 
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Now  Hadyar's  Gardens  of  the  Soul 
May  hear  the  billows  softly  roll 

Upon  its  golden  sand  ; 
List  to  the  bulbul's  magic  note, 
Or  to  its  silence  harshly  broke 

By  Voice  of  the  turband. 
Its  Cascades  and  its  crystal  rills, 
Whose  song  the  summer  evening  fills, 

May  wimple  on  for  ever  ; 
But  ne'er  shall  grove  or  Garden  Mosque, 
Or  her  own  sweet  and  loved  Kiosk, 

Or  every  crystal  river, 
See  Omar's  lovely  daughter  there ; 
And  view  her  braid  her  raven  hair, 
Or  hear  her  voice  so  soft  and  rare, 

Ah,  no !  ah,  no  !  for  ever. 
The  moon  sinks  low,  the  silent  well 
Forsaken  now,  has  bid  farewell 

To  Leyli's  lovely  gaze ; 
The  flowerets  droop,  the  rose  afar 
Weeps  with  Bethlehem's  golden  star 

Beside  the  river's  maze. 
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Forsaken  now,  the  tame  gazelle 
Tinkles  at  times  its  silver  bell, 
And  sniffs  the  margin  of  the  well, 
Then  swiftly  to  the  latticed  bower 
It  turns  with  all  instinctive  power 

To  find  sweet  Leyli  there. 
Ah,  no  !    it  caught  no  lovely  sight, 
Nor  heard  the  silv'ry  laughter  light 

That  spoke  its  mistress  fair. 

No,  no  !    ye  nymphs  of  Hadyar's  isle, 
Ye  ne'er  shall  see  your  Leyli's  smile  ; 
No  more  in  glee  her  raven  tress 
Your  nimble  fingers  there  shall  dress 

With  rose  and  jessamine. 
Ah  !    never  in  the  citron  shade, 
Or  in  the  scented  orange  glade 

Shall  Leyli's  self  recline  : 
The  beauties  of  the  sea  and  sky, 
The  varied  tints  that  love  to  dye 
Each  blade  of  grass,  each  fading  leaf, 
So  lovely,  but,  alas,  so  brief, 
Shall  catch  her  glance  no  more. 
The  moon  behind  a  cloudlet  weeps ; 
And  stillness  now  and  darkness  creeps 
On  Hadyar's  island  shore. 
But  who  are  they,  who  in  the  gloom 

Of  Helen's  lovely  vale, 
Stand  and  enjoy  the  flowers'  perfume 
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Uprising  on  the  gale, 
That  shakes  the  blossoms  at  their  feet, 

And  the  acacia  tree, 
And  with  its  burden  all  too  sweet 

Breathes  o'er  the  sleeping  sea  ? 
'Tis  Leyli's  form,  ah  !    can  it  be  ? 
Yes  !    yes  !    that  matchless  symmetry  ! 
Could  Scio's  maids  of  lovely  fame  ; 
Could  Othman's  daughters  naught  can  tame, 
With  eyes  of  night,  and  souls  of  flame, 
Equal  that  all  but  angel  frame  ? 

I  wot  it  could  not  be. 
Those  rounded  curves,  that  beauteous  face, 
This  symmetry,  that  youthful  grace 

So  noble,  yet  so  free, 
All,  all  bespeak  'tis  Leyli's  self, 
No  deep  sea  nymph,  no  fairy  elf 

Of  woodland  or  of  lea. 

"  Ah  !    it  is  sweet  to  linger  here, 

The  rising  song  of  night  to  hear 

Within  this  lonely  dell ; 

But  oh  !    my  gardens  better  seem, 

My  gay  Kiosk  beside  the  stream, 

My  own  sequester'd  well, 

And  all  the  flowers  I  loved  to  view, 

The  gul-i-soork,  the  violet  blue 

That  nestled  humbly  there  ; 
And,  oh  !    when  summer  eve  was  set 
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I  breathed  the  scented  mignonette 

In  Hadyar's  balmy  air. 
But,  yet,  I  would  not  seek  its  groves 
Again  where  yon  sweet  bulbul  roves 

And  sings  his  evening  song ; 
No,  my  true  love,  I  would  not  hie 
Where  all  those  charms  of  nature  lie  ; 

My  maiden  love  is  strong. 

"  I  shudder  at  the  prospect  still 

That  bound  me,  though  against  the  will 

Of  my  poor  heart,  to  him. 
Abdul,  the  fierce — a  loveless  bride 
I  would  have  been,  great  God  !    beside 

That  Pasha,  cruel  and  grim. 
Oh  !    it  is  well,  dear  love  !    we  flee  ; 
But,  hark  ! — that  burst  of  festal  glee 

From  high  Zamara's  towers ; 
I  thought  within  this  lonely  vale 
No  sound  of  festival  could  sail 

To  wake  its  desert  bowers. 

"  But  whither  do  we  seek  my  love  ; 
The  moon  sinks  low,  the  stars  above 

But  glimmer  faintly  now  ; 
And,  see  !    our  steps  have  reach'd  at  last 
These  sad  mementoes  of  the  past — 
A  mighty  temple  earthward  cast 

Close  by  the  mountain's  brow. 
Oh  !    how  they  glimmer  ghostly  pale, 
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Amid  the  flowerets  of  the  vale 

What  weird  fantastic  forms, 
Blasted  by  all  the  dreadful  powers 
Of  nature  in  her  wrathful  hours, 

By  earthquakes  and  by  storms. 

"  And  it  is  said  that  wand'ring  here, 

The  spirits  of  the  dead — 
The  ancient  dead  from  year  to  year 

Talk  of  its  glories  fled. 
Their  ghostly  converse,  as  they  pass, 
Sounds  like  the  Zephyrs  through  the  grass 

Of  Tibet's  boundless  plains  ; 
Or  like  the  sweet  melodious  air 
Which  over  Yemen's  deserts  bare, 

With  its  enticing  strains, 
Leads  the  faint  traveller  from  his  way, 
Towards  the  closing  of  the  day, 

To  wander  helpless  there. 
And  when  these  voices  of  the  tomb 
Are  heard  amid  the  midnight  gloom, 
The  wretch  but  hears  an  awful  doom 

Pronounced  on  those  who  dare 
Invade  with  laugh  and  paynim  jest 
The  sacred  places  of  their  rest 

Within  this  island  vale. 
No,  never  have  I  seen  before 
These  fragments  of  the  days  of  yore 

Lit  by  the  planets  pale." 
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"  Ah,  Leyli !    days  and  years  are  gone  ; 
And  yet  these  fragments  linger  on 

Mementoes  of  the  past ; 
Where  are  the  great,  the  wise  of  earth 
To  which  these  marble  halls  gave  birth- 

They  were  too  frail  to  last. 
Yet  did  they  love  and  feel  as  we, 
Charm'd  by  the  sweet  simplicity 

Of  Love's  first  only  dream. 
Gone — but  I  ask  ye  starlit  skies  ! 
Was  there  no  glimpse  of  Paradise, 

No  bright  and  dazzling  beam, 
To  teach  them  the  immortal  glow 
Of  Love  is  bounded  not  below, 

But  by  Eternity. 

That  fashion'd  by  the  will  of  God, 
Two  kindred  souls  are  cast  abroad 

On  Earth's  immensity  : 
There,  each  to  each,  by  that  same  will 
That  overlooks  their  future  still, 

Those  kindred  souls  shall  greet, 
And  part  no  more  till  life  has  set, 
A  little  time  perchance,  and  yet 

In  Heaven  again  shall  meet. 
Ah  !  yes,  my  Leyli !  Paradise, 
Lit  as  ye  think  by  Houris'  eyes, 

Is  Love's  sweet  resting  place  ; 
And  there  immortal  Beings  rove, 
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Lovely  and  loved  by  stream  and  grove, 
Endowed  with  heavenly  grace." 

"  'Tis  true,"  she  whisper'd,  "  my  own  knight ! 
I  oft  have  viewed  that  beauteous  sight, 

When  sleeping  in  my  bower, 
What  time  the  summer  evening  fell 
And  all  was  silent  save  the  swell 

Of  ocean  at  that  hour. 
Then  would  my  spirit,  wafted  o'er 
The  slender  bridge  which  binds  the  shore 

Of  Earth  to  Paradise, 
Enter  the  Gate  whose  glories,  born 
Far  like  the  opening  of  the  morn, 

Light  up  the  distant  skies. 
Oh!    I  have  seen  that  Fairy  Land. 
Its  crystal  hills  and  golden  strand, 
And  all  its  thousand  streams ; 
And  seen  thee  by  a  fountain  fair 
Recline  an  Angel  sleeping  there, 
Lost  in  his  angel  dreams." 

And  so  they  spoke,  and  so  they  hoped  ; 
The  flowerets  by  the  streamlet  oped 

Their  beauties  wider  then, 
To  hear  such  converse  of  the  soul, 
Lost  to  aught  else  but  Love's  control 

Within  this  lonely  glen. 
Seem'd  as  if  Eden's  Voice,  nor  vain, 

193  o 


LEYLI 

From  the  dead  past  had  waked  again 

On  Hadyar's  island  shore  ; 
And  the  astonish'd  gems  of  God 
Spread  their  gay  petals  wide  abroad 

To  welcome  it  once  more. 
Truth,  virtuous  hope,  and  love,  and  trust 
Will  live  when  beauty's  in  the  dust 

And  weary  life  is  o'er. 


And  all  was  still ;    no  sprite,  nor  ghoul 
Amid  the  crumbling  ruins  stole ; 
The  owlet's  hoot  no  more  resounds ; 
No  ghostly  voice  an  echo  sounds 

Upon  the  midnight  air ; 
Save  in  the  distance,  where  the  sigh 
Of  Ocean  sings  a  lullaby 

To  sooth  the  mermaid  fair, 
Within  her  coral  bowers  asleep, 
Or  in  the  sea-shells  of  the  deep 

Wrapp'd  in  her  golden  hair. 
Or  from  the  stream  that  ripples  by 

O'er  banks  of  sand  and  shell, 
A  murmur  comes,  now  low,  now  high, 

A  sad  yet  sweet  farewell 
To  all  the  grandeur  of  the  past, 
The  works  of  men  which  may  not  last, 
But  ever  like  themselves  are  cast 

To  moulder  and  decay. 
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That  column  of  Thebaic  stone, 
So  darkly  grand,  so  lowly  thrown, 

Marks  Corinth's  ancient  day  ; 
And  by  those  ruins  of  a  wall, 
That  once  enclosed  a  stately  hall 
With  vaulted  dome,  and  arches  tall 

Of  snow-white  marble  made, 
Behold  that  pillar,  by  its  fall, 
With  fluted  shaft  and  capital, 

In  shatter'd  fragments  laid. 
Ionian  sculptors  decked  its  height ; 
And  ancient  priests  with  grave  delight 

View'd  all  its  beauties  o'er ; 
And  Sages  with  reflective  gaze 
Lifted  their  eyes  to  mark  its  blaze 

From  off  the  marble  floor. 
Pillar  and  Portico  and  tower, 
The  temple  hall,  the  priestly  bower, 

The  sacred  altar  high, 
There  in  the  midnight's  pallid  hours 
Kiss'd    by    the    moon,    and    wreath'd    in 
flowers 

But  sad  memorials  lie. 
For  ever  do  they  upward  look ; 
For  ever  hear  the  rushing  brook 

Singing  its  symphony ; 
And  guarded  by  the  mountain's  brow 
Which  looks  so  sadly  on  them  now 

From  out  night's  canopy. 
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But  as  the  wand'ring  glance  may  stray 
Among  these  relics  of  decay, 
It  rests  upon  a  dark  archway, 

So  wide,  so  high,  so  grim, 
It  seems  to  those  who  view  afar 
This  portal  void  of  bolt  and  bar, 
It  leads  to  those  black  vaults  that  are 
Hid  'neath  the  halls  of  Istakhar  ; 

And  by  the  moonlight  dim, 
The  gloomy  vistas  darker  seem 
When  traversed  by  its  beam. 
Beside  it,  darkly,  sadly  fair, 
Unstirred  by  winds  that  rustled  there, 
A  Cyprus  grove  rose  high  in  air  ; 
And  o'er  their  heads  the  mountain  wall 
Pierced  by  this  gate,  was  smooth  and  tall 

In  solemn  grandeur  set  : 
Its  base  was  in  the  ruin'd  dale  ; 
Its  topmost  peak  in  mists  may  veil 

Its  jagged  coronet. 


Upon  its  farther  side,  the  sea, 
Unseen  the  while,  in  gentle  glee, 

Breaks  on  the  golden  sand  ; 
Or  slumbers  in  the  deep  sea  cave 
Where  dark  fantastic  figures  wave, 

A  grim  and  ghostly  band. 
But  when  the  tempest  looms  afar, 
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And  the  white  moon  and  every  star 

Are  lost  in  black  eclipse, 
How  well  is  Hadyar's  sacred  past 
Secured  from  western  wave  and  blast 

By  this  tall  precipice. 
And  it  is  said  in  elder  days, 
On  that  tall  peak,  a  beacon's  blaze 

Lighted  the  stormy  swell: 
When  sailors  caught  its  flick'ring  light 
Amid  the  vistas  of  the  night, 

They  knew  that  all  was  well. 
Such  was  the  scene  the  lovers  view  ; 
Above,  the  canopy  of  blue 

Was  lighted  by  the  stars ; 
And  the  deep  sea's  melodious  call, 
They  heard  behind  the  barrier  tall 

Which  farther  vision  bars. 


"  Thro'  that  dark  portal  say'st  thou  so— 
O  Love  !    I  may  not,  dare  not  go, 

I  shudder  at  the  thought. 
Alas,  dear  heart !    thou  canst  not  know 
That  deed  to  me  is  fraught  with  woe — 

Such  has  tradition  taught. 
A  Moslem  maiden  ne'er  must  tread 
Within  those  precincts  of  the  dead 

Where  slaughter'd  prelates  sleep, 
And  where,  amid  the  solemn  isles, 
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Lit  by  the  moonbeam's  waning  smiles, 

Their  haunting  spirits  weep. 
Oh  !    press  me  not,  I  know  'tis  best ; 
Here  on  this  pillar  let  us  rest 

And  I  will  tell  thee  all. 
We  are  alone  ! — no  sound  of  glee 
Is  wafted  o'er  the  midnight  sea, 

No  clash  of  atabal. 
There  is  no  need  for  present  fear ; 
No  one  will  list  to  find  us  here 

Within  this  haunted  dell; 
None,  but  dear  Selim,  in  his  moods 
Of  Vengeance,  when  alone  he  broods 

In  yonder  hermit's  cell. 


"  You  ask  why  Leyli  will  not  pass 
Beneath  that  dark  and  frowning  mass, 

Thro'  the  grim  portal  there  ; 
The  curses  by  a  prophet  sent, 
When  passing  from  Life's  firmament, 

Doom  all  who  rashly  dare, 
Those  sacred  precincts  to  disclose, 
That,  now,  in  undisturbed  repose, 

Have  slept  three  hundred  years. 
And  Moslem  maid,  and  warrior,  too, 
Would  ne'er  such  doom  mysterious  woo 

By  entering  yonder  gate ; 
Not  even  Love,  with  smiling  face, 
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Those  pillar'd  halls  of  Gloom  might  pace, 
Nor  feel  the  hand  of  Fate." 

"  THE  MONKS  OF  BYZANTIUM  " 

"  In  elder  days,  'tis  said,  there  came 
A  band  of  monks  of  holy  fame 

From  gay  Byzantium  : 
They  fled  a  city  past  reclaim, 
A  people  lost  in  sin  and  shame  ; 

And  hitherward  had  come 
To  worship  God,  and  bend  the  knee 
In  this  lone  island  of  the  sea 

To  all  they  held  most  dear. 
And  at  their  head  a  prelate  went, 
By  years  and  weary  penance  bent — 

A  gentle  godlike  seer. 
With  priestly  robe  and  mitred  hood, 
And  pastoral  staff  and  holy  rood, 

He  trod  this  ancient  shore  ; 
And  by  his  side  a  casket  fair 
Of  antique  form,  with  jealous  care, 

Two  Monkish  brethren  bore. 
It  held  no  coronet  or  gem, 
Nor  Sultan's  priceless  diadem 

Within  its  golden  frame, 
But  relics  of  the  Nazarene, 
That  lowly  priest  of  godlike  mien 

Who  suffer'd  death  and  shame. 
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"  They  wander'd  to  this  ruin'd  vale, 

Secluded  from  the  gaze  of  men  : 
Weary  of  foot  and  weak  and  frail, 

They  hail'd  with  joy  that  portal  then, 

And  made  their  home  in  this  lone  glen. 
They  view'd  with  awe  the  lofty  dome 

That  rose  within  the  portal  tall, 
Where  the  deep  shades  of  midnight  roam, 

The  fretted  arch,  the  letter'd  wall, 

The  fluted  pillars  bearing  all 

These  dimly  traced  arcades. 
They  saw  the  idols,  hidden  there, 
From  out  their  niches,  sculptured  fair, 

Show  ghostly  thro'  the  shades ; 
Then  did  the  monks  with  godly  zeal, 

Tear  down  these  symbols  born  of  Hell, 
And  crushed  them  'neath  their  frantic  heel 

When  to  the  floor  their  fragments  fell. 

And  then,  with  water  from  the  well, 
Purged  the  white  floor  of  marble  made, 
Each  fluted  shaft,  each  dim  arcade, 
From  the  foul  demons  who  deface 
The  heathen  God's  last  resting  place. 
Then  high  a  snow-white  altar  raised, 
Where  Crucifix  and  Chalice  blazed  ; 
And  wrought  with  many  a  strarige  design 
Of  glorious  scenes  and  hopes  divine, 

A  wondrous  banner  hung  ; 
While,  swinging  by  a  silver  chain, 
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A  lamp  upon  that  solemn  fane 
A  mystic  radiance  flung. 

"  And  here  they  worshipp'd  God  aright 
Evening  and  morn,  and  day  and  night, 

In  simple  purity, 
Safe  from  the  touch  degenerate 
Of  this  world's  praise,  or  love,  or  hate 

In  blest  security. 
And  often  at  the  morning  hours, 
When  waked  the  birds  in  Hadyar's  bowers, 

Their  song  of  praise  was  heard 
Rising  in  Anthems  chaunted  slow, 
Like  wash  of  waves  on  shells  below, 
And  drowning  with  its  solemn  flow 

The  Voice  of  breeze  and  bird. 


"  Their  wants  were  simple  ;    and  their  lives 

Perhaps  were  simpler  yet ; 
They  strove  to  gain  that  Paradise 

Where  Love  has  never  set ; 
They  strove  by  penance,  fast  and  pains 
To  wash  away  the  hideous  stains 

Of  sins  their  Souls  regret ; 
And  hoped  to  win  forgiveness,  then, 
From  Him,  the  lowliest  of  men, 

The  Priest  of  Olivet. 
And  ever  did  they  seek  for  good  ; 
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They  taught  upon  the  holy  rood 

The  righteous  way  to  live  ; 
To  all  who  came  in  sorrow  there, 
A  prey  to  grief  or  mad  despair, 

Such  comfort  would  they  give 
As  to  a  cherish'd  brother  dear, 
And  calm  his  pains,  and  sooth  his  fear 

With  all  consoling  hope. 
For  the  wreck'd  sailor,  wan  and  worn, 
Cast  on  their  shores  a  guest  forlorn, 

The  Convent  gates  would  ope  ; 
And  the  fierce  Corsairs,  rough  and  rude, 
For  battle  prompt,  a  plund'rous  brood, 
Would  ne'er  with  purpose  dark  intrude 
Upon  these  monks  of  gentle  mood, 
But  humbly  crave  their  prayers, 
And  for  some  wounded  wretch  a  balm, 
To  rest  his  pains,  to  sooth  and  calm 

Him  mindless  of  his  cares. 

"  And  many  a  Christian  prisoner,  then, 
Had  cause  to  bless  these  holy  men, 
Whose  pleadings  oft  and  prayers 
Had  saved  them  from  that  living  tomb, 
More  dread  than  Hell,  more  dark  than  Doom- 
The  galley's  deck,  where  curses  deep 
Mutter'd  are  heard  at  every  sweep 
Of  the  huge  oars,  and  shrilly  high 
Is  heard  the  shriek,  the  yell,  the  cry 
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Which  ends  in  one  long  wailing  sigh, 
So  terrible,  so  full  of  pain, 
It  wracks  the  wearied  frame  in  vain — 
The  wretch  is  fetter'd  by  a  chain 
That  breaks  but  with  the  grave. 

"  Allah  !   how  often,  when  alone, 
I  listen'd  to  the  Ocean's  moan 

Toss'd  by  each  swelling  wave, 
Those  frightful  sounds  of  woe  and  death 
Came  floating  on  the  Zephyr's  breath 

Of  Evening's  peaceful  hour, 
And  thro'  the  groves  and  valleys  sent, 
They  hush'd  the  sound  of  merriment 

In  arbour  and  in  bower. 
Thus  blessing  all,  and  harming  none, 
These  godlike  priests  the  praises  won, 

And  deep  affection  too, 
Of  all  who  sought  their  templed  cell — 
The  Faithful  or  the  Infidel, 

Alike  they  held  them  true 
To  God,  to  goodness,  and  to  man  ; 
This  was  the  magic  talisman 

That  drew  the  hearts  of  all. 

"  Years  pass'd  ;    the  aged  monk  was  dead, 
Who  first  their  wand'ring  steps  had  led 

To  this  deserted  hall ; 
And  many  a  brother  slept  in  earth, 
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Whose  spirits  now  a  second  birth 

Had  found  in  Paradise. 

Ah  !   how  they  longed  to  meet  them  there  ! — 
Those  blessed  regions  past  compare, 

Beyond  the  starlit  skies. 
But  still  they  work'd  in  patient  mood, 
A  gentle,  godly  brotherhood, 

Contented,  simple,  pure. 
Thus — till  one  hot  and  summer  day, 
When  noon  had  all  but  passed  away, 

Too  blazing  to  endure, 
A  Corsair  saiPd  with  galleys  twain, 
With  flaunting  flags  at  gaff  and  main, 

Across  the  azure-tinted  sea  ; 
And  soon  their  songs  of  martial  glee, 
Of  wild,  barbaric  minstrelry, 
Chaunted  in  Hadyar's  wooded  isle 
Their  distant  echoes  for  awhile  ; 
And  in  the  deep  sequester'd  vale 
Awoke  the  sleeping  nightingale. 

"  They  came  in  pomp  ;    they  came  in  pride, 

They  furrow'd  Ocean's  waveless  tide 

Beneath  the  cliffs  where  deepest  lie 

The  purple  tints  of  varying  dye. 

Then  stay'd  at  once  each  ponderous  sweep  ; 

Each  galley  floated  on  the  deep 

A  cradled  thing  at  rest ; 
And  loosed  was  every  straining  tack ; 
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And  gone  were  sheets  and  cordage  slack  ; 
And  yards  were  squared  and  thrown  aback 

Till,  lo  !    upon  the  breast 
Of  the  calm  sea  each  galley  light, 
With  festoon'd  sails,  a  graceful  sight, 
Like  snow-white  swan  had  stay'd  its  flight. 

"  Slowly  with  monkish  pomp  and  state, 
There  issued  from  the  Convent  gate 
A  dark-robed  band — a  priestly  train, 
With  weary  fast  and  penance  vain 
For  youthful  errors  aged  and  wane, 

And  pacing  at  their  head, 
Supported  on  his  holy  reed, 
With  mitred  hood  and  sombre  weed, 
With  mutter'd  prayer  for  help  at  need, 

The  godly  Abbot  led; 
And,  at  his  side,  a  brother  bore 
A  Crucifix  towards  the  shore, 
Flashing  with  gold  and  diamonds  o'er. 
Thus  in  the  garb  of  peace  they  came — 

An  aged  and  sombre  throng, 
To  meet  these  Pirates  steeped  in  shame, 
In  crimes  too  horrible  to  name, 

With  chaunt  and  solemn  song. 
They  came — the  sun  was  sinking  low  ; 
The  purple  waves  that  ebb  and  flow 

Upon  the  sandy  beach, 
And  wake  amid  the  white  sea-shells 
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Sweet  music  with  their  mimic  swells, 

The  sandalPd  feet  could  reach 
Of  those  dark  Brothers,  ere  they  stayed 
To  watch  what  way  the  Corsairs  made 

Across  the  evening  tide. 
And,  ere  they  caught  the  wave  of  snow 
High  curling  at  each  Caique's  bow, 
With  purple  tints  deep  laid  below 
Like  Purity  and  Pride, 
Their  feet  were  kiss'd  by  those  cool  waves 
Which  humbly  came — obedient  slaves — 
To  pay  their  homage  then. 

"  Alas !    they  came — a  desperate  crew, 
As  ever  sail'd  the  ocean  blue, 
Of  crimes  replete,  of  Virtues  few, 

From  every  race  of  Men. 
And  red  the  waning  daylight  shone 

On  dipping  oar,  and  glancing  gem, 
Which  once,  in  other  years  but  gone, 

Had  deck'd  a  kingly  diadem ; 
On  glitt'ring  brand  and  polish'd  shield 
That  guarded  heart  as  hardly  steel'd, 

And  turban's  bright  aigrette, 
High  set  on  many  a  gloomy  brow 
That  dark  as  winter  seems  but  now 

With  demon  thoughts  beset. 
And  now  they  near'd  with  songs  of  glee, 
And  sprang  to  shore  each  Galiongee ; 
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With  sabres  bare  they  forward  press'd, 
And  to  himself  each  priest  confess'd 

The  hour  of  death  had  come. 
Bright  with  the  hopes  of  fateful  doom 
Which  burst  the  brazen  gates  of  Gloom, 
And  open'd  Heaven  beyond  the  tomb, 

How  could  each  voice  be  dumb  ? 
Praise  unto  God  !  it  could  not  be, 
And  stopp'd  the  scowling  Galiongee 

In  wide  amazement  there, 
As  swelled  the  solemn  chaunt  on  high, 
Like  cherubs  singing  in  the  sky, 
Now  near,  now  farther  as  they  fly 

Upon  the  summer  air. 

"But,  *  still!'"  the  Abbot's  voice  commands, 
Who  waved  his  staff  between  the  bands  : 

"  '  Sir  Chieftain,  wherefore  this  ? 
Come  ye  in  peace,  or  come  for  war  ? 
If  peace,  why  bare  each  scimitar  ? 
Why  in  the  ranks  of  war  advance 
With  brow  of  night,  and  charging  lance, 
With  arrow  ready  on  the  string, 
And  quaking  Jerrid  poised  to  fling  ? — 

Sir  Chief,  is  aught  amiss  ? 
Think  ye  this  band  of  brothers  here 
Of  martial  garb  and  state  appear  ? 
Yes  !    look  we  aught  for  man  to  fear  ? 
Behold  our  weapons  ! — We  have  none, 
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This  staff  is  all — mine  only  one. 
If  war  ye  wish  and  plunder  seek, 
Set  wide  the  sail  of  your  caique 
To  catch  the  deeply-laden  Greek, 
Who  sought  the  shelter  of  our  creek 

Two  summer  days  ago. 
But  if  you  come  for  food,  I  swear 
By  this  most  holy  garb  I  wear, 
You  shall  have  of  our  goodliest  fare, 
And  for  your  wounded  comrades  care 

Ere  from  this  isle  you  go.J" 

"  Then  raised  the  Chieftain's  haughty  head  ; 

And  lower'd  yet  more  his  front  of  pride, 
As  forward  stepp'd  with  measured  tread, 

He  reach'd  the  Abbot's  trembling  side. 
'  And  if  I  came  for  war  and  blood, 

What  then,  thou  mitred  Infidel  ? 
Canst  raise  to  storm  that  sleeping  flood 

By  power  of  voice  or  prayer  or  spell, 

Or  spirit  loosed  from  utter  Hell  ? 
I  fear  no  ill ;    I  hope  no  good  ; 
Accursed  thy  Faith,  and  Paynim  brood  ; 
My  heart  is  seared,  my  soul  is  dead, 
My  weary  life  were  better  fled. 
She  was  my  love,  my  all — a  light 
As  lovely  as  the  star  of  night 
That  guides  the  bark  upon  its  flight 

Across  the  stormy  wave  ; 
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And  o'er  the  passions  of  my  soul, 

The  storms  of  night  that  break  and  roll, 

She  held  a  mild  and  sweet  control 

Which  love  and  beauty  gave. 
But  now  that  light  of  love  is  gone  ; 
And  passion  rolls  more  fearful  on  ; 
And  baleful  glares  the  lurid  flame 
Of  Furies  that  have  wreck'd  the  fame 
Of  my  proud  race  and  honour'd  name. 
She  fell — yes,  Priest  !    by  such  as  thee 
She  fell — and  ye  behold  in  me, 
A  wreck  which  drives  before  the  blast, 
Careless  where'er  it  may  be  cast, 
Knowing  that  all  the  things  which  are, 
Ambition,  Power — have  pass'd  afar 
Since  sunk  in  night  that  lovely  star. 
And  still,  though  madness,  blood,  and  crime 
On  every  sea,  in  every  clime, 
Have  seared  my  mind,  and  stained  my  name, 
My  heart,  alas,  is  still  the  same, 
Unbroken  yet,  but  wreath'd  in  flame.' 


u  c 


My  son  !  if  to  these  shores  ye  come 
For  penitence  and  prayer, 
The  Voice  of  Mercy  ne'er  is  dumb, 
Though  dark  the  crimes  ye  bear  : 
And  though  thy  heart  were  girt  by  fire 

That  once  illumed  the  halls  of  Hell, 
And  all  the  Passions  deep  and  dire 

209  p 


LEYLI 

That  sprang  to  birth  when  Satan  fell, 
Yet  shall  Repentance  cleanse  thy  sin  ; 
And  Peace  and  Happiness  shall  win 

Another  devotee. 

And  you  shall  of  our  bounty  share  ; 
And  be  the  object  of  our  care 

Till  Sorrow  cease  to  be. 

"  '  Thy  comrades  * — '  Stay  thy  monkish  prate  ; 

And  lead  me  to  the  Convent  gate ; 

Nor  Voice  of  Man,  nor  word  of  Fate 

Can  calm  my  love  or  quench  my  hate — 

Lead,  Abbot,  lead  thee  on.' 

He  look'd  but  at  the  haughty  brow, 

So  broad,  so  white,  so  high  ; 
And  shudder'd  as  he  mark'd  him  how 

Malignant  gleam'd  his  eye. 
c  Brothers,'  he  said,  '  we  backward  wend  : 
Our  march  may  have  a  bloodier  end  ; 
But  the  good  Lord  such  woe  forfend — 

Come  ! ' — and  they  soon  were  gone. 
And  on  their  rear  the  Corsair  band 
March'd  quick  with  lance  and  naked  brand, 
Obedient  to  their  lord's  command, 

Yet  harm'd  no  holy  man. 
And  thus  the  Convent  wall  at  last 
They  reach'd  and  deem'd  their  danger  past ; 
And  wide  the  clanging  gates  were  cast 

Before  that  Capitan. 
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"Then  Monks  and  Corsairs  enter'd  all 
A  dimly-lighted  vaulted  hall, 
Where  food  and  drink  were  laid  ; 
And  brethren  sought  in  solemn  state 
Attendant  on  their  guests  to  wait, 

Though  trembling  and  afraid. 
4  Here,'  said  the  Abbot,  '  eat  and  rest  ; 
Each  Galiongee  is  now  my  guest ; 
And  ye  by  toils  are  sore  opprest ; 
By  watchings  long,  by  strife  o'erborn, 
Toss'd  on  the  deep  with  canvas  torn, 
I  see  thee  wan,  fatigued  and  worn. 
But  here,  within  this  hall  of  mine 
Is  divan  soft,  and  food  and  wine  ; 
For  those  who  wish  the  sherbet  cool, 
Mixed  with  the  water  from  the  pool 
Which  lies  within  our  lovely  vale, 
Hung  o'er  with  orange  blossoms  pale 
That  hide  the  warbling  nightingale. 
For  me,  I  seek  the  holy  shrine 
For  converse  sweet,  and  hope  divine, 
Which  ne'er  on  earth  but  there  may  shine  ; 
For  comfort  in  my  hour  of  need  ; 
Pardon  and  peace  for  sinful  deed. 
If  from  the  feast  he  turns  away, 

Forgive  an  aged  man  ; 
He  too  has  known  the  festal  day ; 
And  drain'd  the  wine  of  ruby  ray, 
And  boon'd  him  for  the  battle  fray, 
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Most  noble  Capitan  ! 
But  now  the  garb  of  sombre  weed, 
The  mitred  hood,  and  holy  reed 
Are  better  suited  to  his  age 
Than  banquets  gay  or  battle  rage. 
Thus  while  ye  wake  to  mirth  the  lyre  ; 
And  loudly  chaunt  your  warrior  glees, 
I  will  from  this  gay  scene  retire, 
And  leave  your  martial  Galiongees.' 

"  So  from  the  hall  the  Abbot  went, 
Weary  of  foot,  and  aged,  and  bent, 

And  leaning  on  his  staff. 
But  paused  amid  the  solemn  isles 
In  contemplation,  'neath  the  smiles 
Of  silver  lamps  that  thro'  the  maze 
Of  darkness  cast  their  silver  blaze  : 
And  heard  the  music  and  the  song 
Resound  the  vaulted  roofs  along, 

The  ribald  jest  and  laugh. 

"  The  look  was  sad  he  cast  around  : 
He  sigh'd  to  hear  the  mirthful  sound 
Arise  and  break  the  stillness  round — 
The  holy  calm  that  Church  and  Cell 

Alike  impressive  wore  : 
Once  only  broke  by  vesper  bell, 
And  the  deep  anthems'  solemn  swell 

Re-echoing  to  the  shore ; 
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Now  flies  before  the  Moslem  yell, 
The  tambour  and  the  clash  of  Zel, 
The  trumpet  note,  and  warrior  glees 
Of  the  red-handed  Galiongees. 
He  sigh'd — and  stayed  his  tott'ring  pace 
He  sigh'd  to  think  so  blest  a  place 
Should  e'er  admit  that  recant  race. 

"  Leaning  on  that  pillar  dark, 
Well  his  aged  eyes  could  mark 

All  the  altar's  beauty  o'er  ; 
And  their  wand'ring  glance  would  fix 
On  the  sparkling  Crucifix ; 
Symbol  of  Love,  and  Pain  and  Woe  ! 
How  its  radiant  beauties  glow 
From  the  altar's  lofty  height, 
All  of  marble  purest  white, 
Gleaming  by  the  silver  light 
Of  the  lamp  that  hung  above 
Like  the  starlit  glance  of  Love. 
All  he  saw  ;    and  more  than  this ; 
Pictur'd  wall  and  text  of  bliss, 
Ancient  sculpture  fair  to  see, 
Scenes  of  love  and  revelry. 
Bas-reliefs  on  marble  wall 
Gleam  along  the  vaulted  hall ; 
Niches  whence  an  idol  stood 
Gaping  now  in  solitude — 
All  he  mark'd,  that  Prelate  old, 
213 


LEYLI 

More  he  knew  could  still  be  told 
Did  the  darkness  dare  unfold 
Other  secrets  wrapt  in  gloom, 
Font,  and  pulpit,  arch  and  tomb. 

"  But  now  he  stands  beside  the  shrine  ; 
And  on  his  face  a  look  divine 
Broke  forth — oh  !    have  ye  seen  the  moon 
Break  on  the  calm  and  broad  lagoon 
From  out  the  darkened  ridge  of  night ; 
And  cast  its  pale  and  lovely  light 
Upon  the  world,  and  on  the  wave 
That  laughs  below  the  Grecian's  grave  ? 
If  so,  my  love  !    you  know  the  look 

That  brighten'd  o'er  the  Abbot's  face  ; 
His  soul  was  like  an  open'd  book, 

•And  all  its  beauties  one  could  trace, 
Its  lines  and  characters  of  grace. 
He  knelt  before  the  altar  white  : 
He  pray'd  as  those  whose  glances  light 
Upon  a  distant  world  can  pray ; 
And  have  forgotten  night  and  day 
And  things  of  time  that  pass  away, 
And  that  they  still  can  live  and  be 
In  this  sublimest  ecstasy. 

"  His  face  was  upturn'd  to  the  cross  : 
His  hands  were  clasp'd  as  one  : 
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A  saintly  smile  at  times  would  cross 

His  features,  as  a  sun 
Might  brighten  on  a  distant  star, 
Set  in  the  midst  of  Heaven  afar, 

In  systems  more  remote. 
But  from  his  lips  there  came  no  voice 
Of  rapture  softly  to  rejoice 

With  its  angelic  note, 
Some  woe-worn  brother  kneeling  near 
With  bursting  heart  and  gushing  tear, 
For  consolation  who  has  sought, 
And  yet  no  mystic  note  has  caught 
To  still  the  pangs  of  sin  and  woe, 
Which  not  like  ocean's  ebb  and  flow, 
Or  shadows  dark  that  come  and  go, 
Or  waning  twilight's  feeble  glow, 
But  constant,  fierce,  and  dread, 
Amid  the  gathering  gloom  they  shed 
A  light  by  which  the  stricken  mind 
May  view  its  errors  far  behind, 
Like  phantom  figures  on  a  sea 
Of  moonlight  dancing  dark  and  free, 
And  laughing  at  its  agony. 
No  murmur  came  ;    no  accent  fell 
From  moving  lips  that  uttered  well 
Inaudibly  the  magic  spell 
Which  opens  Heaven  to  human  eye, 
Ere  the  freed  soul  has  sought  to  fly 
Along  the  pathways  of  the  sky. 
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"  But  sudden  loud,  and  louder  swell, 
Clang  upon  clang,  the  'larum  bell ; 
And  curse  and  shriek  and  groan, 
And  battle  shout  and  dying  moan 
Resound  amid  the  solemn  naves, 
And  echo  on  the  architraves ; 
Hold  revel  in  the  distant  aisle, 
And  wake  the  dark  Cathedral  pile 

From  its  accustom'd  sleep. 
Up  from  his  trance  the  Abbot  sprung  ; 
And  to  the  chancel  railing  clung 

In  his  amazement  deep. 
And  as  he  listen'd,  lo  !    he  Jieard 
Among  the  awful  sounds  that  stirr'd 

Around  his  lone  retreat, 
Upon  the  pavement  of  the  aisles, 
Where  never  light  or  altar  smiles, 

The  rush  of  flying  feet. 

"  They  come — the  darken'd  aisle  is  left ; 

They  come — each  heart  of  hope  bereft, 

Four  Monks  in  sable  robe  array'd, 

With  hood  wide  flung  and  face  display'd  : 

Their  arms  outstretch'd,  their  hands  are  clench'd, 

Their  glances  thrown  behind  them  far, 
With  fear  each  feature  lined  and  wrench'd — 

Gleams  in  their  rear  a  scimitar. 
Oh  !    can  they  reach  yon  distant  shrine  ? 
O  Jesu  !    how  its  glories  shine  ! 
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And  shall  those  sacred  beams  of  fire, 

Now  full  their  eager  gaze  may  scan, 
Folding  in  light  the  column'd  choir, 

Guide  here  the  paynim  Mussulman  ? 
c  Oh  !    can  it  be  ?     O  fear  !    O  dread  !— 
Dost  hear  each  spoiler's  iron  tread  ? 
Awake  from  dust,  ye  martial  dead  ! 
And  strike  to  dust  each  turban'd  head. 
Oh,  must  they  wreck  so  fair  a  place  ! 
Alas  !    hath  closed  our  earthly  race  ? 
'Tis  useless — Lord  !    our  prayer,  our  cry 
Hear  in  Thy  Bower  of  rest  on  high  ! 
We  faint — we  fall — Dear  Lord,  we  die  ! ' 

"  'Tis  reach'd — behold  the  chancel  floor  ; 
The  Cross  with  diamonds  sparkled  o'er ; 
And  Chalice,  Vase  and  golden  store 
High-set  the  glitt'ring  altar  bore — 
'Tis  done — the  Abbot  stands  before 
Their  frighten'd  horror-stricken  gaze, 
With  face  expressive  of  amaze 
Beside  the  altar's  silver  blaze. 
'  Father  !  ' — they  cried,  '  away — away  ! — 
The  Corsairs  riot,  plunder,  slay — 
O  God  !    it  is  an  awful  day — 
There  yet  is  time — away  !    away  ! ' 
'  Brothers ' — '  They  come,  O  Father  !    here 
Tarry  no  longer,  else  thy  bier 
Shall  be  this  altar — naught  can  save 
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Us  now — prepare  we  for  the  grave  ; 

One  prayer,  and  then  our  hearts  shall  brave 

The  last  extremity  of  ill — 

We  are,  O  God  !    obedient  still ; 

And  we,  alas,  have  drunk  the  fill 

Of  Sorrow's  cup  ;    but  now  Thy  will 

We  praise  till  each  poor  heart  is  still.' 

"  They  came — a  fierce  and  cruel  band, 

Without  restraint,  without  command  : 

The  darken'd  aisles  reflect  the  flash 

Of  steel ;    the  roof  returns  the  crash 

Of  mail-clad  feet  that  hurry  o'er 

The  tesselated  marble  floor  : 

They  see  the  kneeling  figures  there, 

Upon  the  altar's  polish'd  stair 

Of  snow-white  marble  made  : 

They  see  the  gold  and  rubies  blaze, 

The  Chalice  with  its  studded  maze 

Of  glitt'ring  gems  inlaid. 

One  shout — their  swords  are  up  in  air  : 

Each  strong  right  arm  is  white  and  bare  ; 

But  then,  ere  down  they  came 

Resistless  on  each  brother's  head, 

The  Abbot's  wonderment  had  fled. 

"  c  Stay — more  than  murd'rers,  stay  ! 
Wherefore  these  sounds  and  sights  of  war  ? 
Why  red  each  naked  scimitar  ? 
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Where  are  my  children  ? — answer  now  ! 

Alas  !    your  looks  your  sins  avow — 

God  shall  avenge  this  day  ! 

Strike  not,  ye  wicked  murd'rous  men  ! ' 

As  up  the  sabres  rose  again  ; 

*  Are  not  your  sins  and  crimes  and  shame 

Enough  to  haunt  you  with  the  flame 

Of  God's  eternal  wrath, 
But  you  must  on  that  black'ning  ridge 
Enthrone  the  crime  of  sacrilege 

To  light  thy  woeward  path  ? ' 

"  He  stretch'd  the  Crucifix  above 

The  heads  of  those  he  sought  to  shield, 
As  oft  before,  in  holy  love, 

While  upward  praying  he  appeal'd 
For  Mercy,  Consolation,  peace, 
For  hopes  to  blossom,  sorrows  cease ; 
And  in  his  ecstasy  had  felt 
The  pardon  given  to  those  who  knelt — 
So  now  that  holy  sign  was  thrown 
O'er  those  who  on  the  Altar  stone 
Were  kneeling,  bent,  and  all  but  prone, 
Who  mutter'd  prayer  with  panting  breath, 
And  waited  for  a  martyr's  death — 
Useless — the  Cross  in  splinter^  fell ; 
And  past  the  momentary  spell, 
The  flashing  blades  are  dripping  gore  ; 
The  monks  shall  mutter  prayers  no  more  ; 
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The  Abbot  on  the  marble  floor 

Is  gasping  in  his  blood  ; 

And  o'er  him  with  an  eye  of  fire, 

That  gleamed  with  Vengeance  deep  and  dire, 

The  pirate  Chieftain  stood. 

"  c  'Tis  Aidos  !  sure  I  bless  the  hour 

That  gave  thee  to  my  vengeful  power, 

Accursed  priest  !  '  the  Moslem  cried, 

But  naught  save  gasping  sobs  replied. 

*  My  life  is  blasted  ;    but  behold, 

At  last,  though  weary  years  have  roll'd 

Away — unheeded  as  they  flew 

As  night  to  twilight  bids  adieu, 

I  find  thee  in  an  Island  cell, 

Thou  perjured,  priestly  Infidel !  ' 

The  Abbot  open'd  slowly  then 

His  eyes  upon  those  godless  men, 

Dim  with  the  fast  approach  of  death ; 

Dew  on  his  brow  and  panting  breath  ; 

With  blood  slow  welling  from  his  side, 

And  splinter'd  crucifix  beside — 

A  godly  priest  as  ever  fell 

A  martyr  to  the  fiends  of  Hell, 

The  Corsair's  lawless  brood. 
He  spoke  not ;    stirr'd  not ;    but  his  lips 
Moved  as  his  mind  were  in  eclipse, 

Or  lost  in  heavenly  mood. 
He  smiled,  as  though  the  spirit  knew 
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Its  chain  was  loosed,  and  longed  to  view 
The  architraves  of  Heaven  and  wing 
To  those  Bright  Halls  where  Angels  sing 
He  smiled — the  pirate  scowPd  in  vain — 
4  Accursed  priest  !  ' — he  smiled  again  : 
He  knew  not  Earth  ;    he  felt  not  pain, 
Nor  human  Vengeance — all  was  vain. 

"  The  Pirate  stood  with  dripping  brand  : 
Behind  their  chieftain  gazed  his  band  ; 
The  blood  dropp'd  on  the  marble  floor, 
From  altar  step  to  Chancel  door 
In  rills  and  streams,  and  spatter'd  o'er 
The  altar  cloth  was  white  no  more. 
Above  it  all  the  lamplight  shed 
Its  smile  upon  the  martyred  dead, 
The  dying  priest,  the  rivers  red, 
The  scowling  face,  the  vengeful  glare 
Of  Chief  and  followers  standing  there  ; 
And  flash'd  upon  their  sabres  bare. 
An  awful  scene  ! — ah  !    who  can  say 
When  shall  such  vision  pass  away  ? 
What  hope  for  those  who  thus  can  slay 
The  holy  ministers  of  God, 
For  thirst  of  blood,  with  ruffian  sword  ! 

"  c  O  wretch  !    how  ever  hope  to  bridge 
With  good  the  crime  of  sacrilege  ? 
Houssein  !     My  God — the  God  ye  spurn, 
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Hath  bade  thee  to  His  fold  return, 
How  oft,  yourself  can  only  know — 
Wretch  that  you  are  foredoom'd  to  woe 

And  everlasting  shame  ! 
Vengeance  you  seek — upon  thy  head 
Shall  Vengeance  waken  from  the  dead, 

And  blast  thee  with  its  flame. 
And  Theodora  from  her  tomb 
Shall  start  to  hear  the  awful  doom 
Declared  from  God's  eternal  throne, 
Against  her  slayer — thee  alone. 

"  '  In  Smyrna's  hall,  ah,  fearful  sight  ! 
I  see  her  yet  that  fateful  night, 
Robed  in  her  gay  entara  light, 
A  creature  born  for  love's  delight  ! 
Lying  all  cold  and  silent  there  ; 
Blood  on  her  light  entara  fair, 
And  wild  dishevell'd  raven  hair, 
With  snow-white  arm  and  bosom  bare — 
She  died — but  not  by  me  she  died.' 
The  pirate  Chieftain  naught  replied  ; 
His  glance  the  Abbot's  gaze  defied. 
c  Alas,  still  hardened  Renegade  ! 
Thy  dark  career  is  all  but  staid  : 
I  hear  the  martyred  saints  on  high 
Raise  unto  God  their  solemn  cry — 

"  How  long,  O  Lord  !    how  long  ? ': 
I  hear  the  words  of  doom  declared  : 
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I  see  the  Judgment  Books  prepared  ; 

And,  lo  !  a  scowling  throng. 
They  come — the  Ministers  of  Hate  : 
They  hear  the  awful  words  of  Fate  : 
They  tremble  at  the  brazen  gate 

That  guards  the  flames  of  Hell ; 
And  thou  art  there  ;    I  know  thy  face  ; 
Its  fearful  lines  of  woe  can  trace, 

Unholy  Infidel ! 

"  '  Triumphant  now,  with  bloody  sword, 
You  stand  a  demon  soul  abhorr'd  : 
Survey  the  ruin  you  have  wrought  : 
What  have  you  gain'd  ?     I  answer  naught 
This  holy  shrine,  polluted  now, 
Shall  long  your  horrid  guilt  avow  ; 
And  Crucifix  and  Chalice  still 
With  blazing  light  this  dome  shall  fill. 
Thy  bloody  hand  shall  ne'er  defraud 
These  gifted  treasures  from  our  God  : 
He  whom  we  serve  can  guard  His  own 
With  power  that  ne'er  is  overthrown, 
Heedless  of  bolt  or  bar  or  stone 
Or  all  the  armies  kings  may  own. 

"  '  And  see  that  yawning  tomb, 
Half  hidden  by  the  column  fair 
Beside  the  Chancel's  marble  stair, 

How  deep,  how  dark  its  gloom. 
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Behold  in  ancient  days  a  flame 
From  out  that  darksome  cavern  came, 
Of  quenchless  ray  and  brightly  dire 
As  burnt  in  Iran's  halls  of  Fire. 
The  priests  in  awestruck  terror  fled  ; 
And  left  their  pagan  Gods  for  dead  ; 
And  o'er  Palode's  distant  cape 

Upon  the  evening  gale, 
How  deep,  how  ghostly  desolate 

The  Gods  of  Hellas  wail. 
And  though  the  flame  has  waned  and  set, 

And  heathen's  lurid  day, 
Unclosed,  that  yawning  fissure  yet 

Hath  never  passed  away ; 
Nor  power  of  priest  or  sacred  rood 

Can  lay  the  Gods  to  rest, 
Or  prayer  of  Christian  brotherhood 

In  holy  garments  dress'd. 
But  hear  ere  I  have  pass'd  away, 
That  which  my  God  hath  bid  me  say, 
O  Sinful  Renegade  ! 
That  yawning  rift,  yon  darksome  gate 
Shall  open  coldly  desolate, 
Till  in  its  depth  is  laid 
The  last  of  thy  descendant  race 
Of  bloody  hand  and  purpose  base, 
Then  closed  shall  be  his  resting-place ; 
And  when  the  fateful  hand  of  Time 
Along  its  burning  pathway  bent, 
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Its  numbers  set,  the  stars  sublime, 
Its  dial,  the  boundless  firmament, 
Shall  mark  the  hour  predestin'd  there, 
Of  doom  to  Houssein's  guilty  heir, 
Then  from  my  silent  place  of  rest, 

For  one  momentous  hour, 
Shall  I  arise  in  garments  dress'd 

Of  flesh  with  godly  power. 
Houssein,  Farewell ! — no  more  we  meet 

On  Earth's  degenerate  shore, 
Till,  lo  !    at  God's  High  Judgment  Seat 

When  all  thy  crimes  are  o'er.' 
One  gasping  sob,  one  crimson  flood, 
Which  mingling  with  his  brothers'  blood 

O'erflowed  the  chancel  stair, 
One  quiv'ring  sigh,  one  pang  of  pain, 
One  smile  that  went,  but  beam'd  again 

So  exquisitely  fair, 
Until  by  death  caught  ling'ring  yet 
In  snow-white  marble  peace  it  set 

Unchangeably  there. 

"  'Tis  o'er ;    but  why  that  ghostly  sound 
That  wakes  the  column'd  aisles  around  ? 
And,  lo  !    this  trembling  of  the  ground  ; 
And  see  !    from  out  the  vacant  tomb 
A  mystic  radiance  lights  the  gloom. 
c  Angel  of  Death  !  '  the  Chieftain  cried, 
His  hand  towards  that  tomb  is  raised  ; 
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But  only  Echo's  voice  replied  ; 
And  stood  his  pirate  band  amazed. 
'  'Tis  she — I  know  that  figure  fair  ; 
Her  languid  eye  and  raven  hair, 
Her  snow-white  arm,  her  bosom  bare, 
The  white  entara — God,  'tis  there  ! — 
The  crimson  stain,  the  wounded  breast, 
The  look  of  agony  impress'd — 
Away  ! — I  cannot  view  the  rest.' 
One  awful  cry,  one  horrid  groan  ; 
He  fell  upon  the  marble  stone 
Beside  the  Abbot's  stifl'ning  frame, 
Still  gazing  at  the  mystic  flame, 
Till  deadly  dimness  o'er  them  came  ; 
Then  closed  his  eyes  ;    then  pallor  spread 
White  as  the  marble  of  his  bed, 
And  the  dark  Renegade  was  dead. 

"  The  flame  departed  as  it  rose  ; 
And  all  the  silver  lamps  went  out ; 
Then  rent  the  earth  with  sudden  throes ; 
And  shatter'd  fragments  flung  about 
From  many  a  secret  tomb  disclosed 
How  ancient  occupants  reposed, 
And  ghostly  shapes  amid  the  gloom 
Seemed  starting  from  each  opening  tomb. 
The  shaking  roof,  the  tott'ring  walls, 
The  pillar  trembling  ere  it  falls, 
The  darkness  brooding  in  the  halls, 
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The  rending  earth,  the  quaking  floor 
Appall'd  with  fear  each  pirate  Moor. 
They  fled — in  terror  fast  they  fled ; 
The  aisles  are  dark ;    the  roof  overhead 
Shivers  in  fragments  as  they  tread 
With  flying  feet  above  the  dead. 

"  '  'Tis  past — 'tis  past — the  midnight  skies 
Starlit  above  our  turbans  rise  ; 
The  black'ning  portal  lies  behind  ; 
The  groves  are  rustling  in  the  wind  !  ' 
'Tis  false  ! — the  night  is  stilly  black ; 
The  Ocean  moans ;    and  heaven's  wrack, 
Dark  lowering  o'er  the  quaking  earth, 
Feels  the  first  throes  of  Tempest  birth. 
The  Siltim  in  his  fearful  mirth 
Shrieks  in  the  grove's  recesses  deep ; 
One  moment  laughs,  the  next  may  weep 
In  lamentations  dread  to  form 
The  vanguard  terrors  of  the  storm. 
The  ghoul  forsakes  his  ghastly  feast 
Within  the  island's  dark  ravine  ; 
And  Monkir  as  the  storm  increased 
Stalks  the  lone  monarch  of  the  scene. 
'  On  !    on  ! — the  demons  rise  around  ; 
Yet  wider  rends  the  quaking  ground ; 
The  stream  o'erflows  its  rocky  banks ; 
And  see  !    upon  our  flying  flanks 
Those  rocks,  that  grove  in  bending  ranks, 
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Lit  by  the  lightning's  lurid  flash — 
Bismillah  !    hear  that  thunder  crash  ; 
And  how  the  waves  of  Ocean  dash. 
Yet  on  !    yet  on  ! — we  cannot  stay 
Though  seas  and  mountains  bar  the  way 
If  Death's  before,  there's  Hell  behind — 
Up  with  the  sail !    she  feels  the  wind  ; 
Now,  Allah  !    save  us  from  the  power 
Of  tempest  sea  and  vengeful  Giaour  ; 
From  rocks  that  bar,  from  land  alee, 
The  dread  of  every  Galiongee.' ' 
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O  my  love  !  have  you  wander'd  alone  on  the  shore 

When  the  moon  hath  but  waned  on  the  waters 

afar ; 
When  the  last  breath  of  midnight  is  ruffling  it  o'er, 

And  shaking  the  radiance  of  planet  and  star  ? 
Have  ye  heard  the  low  wash  of  the  ripples  that  lave 

The  shells  of  the  beach,  and  the  shore  of  the  bay, 
And  the  Voice  of  the  Ocean,  the  song  of  the  wave, 

That  floateth  in  murmurs  and  sweetness  away  ? 
O  Love  !    though  in  high  contemplation  ye  go, 

And  muse  by  the  shores  of  the  isles  of  the  West, 
Oh  !   still,  lovely  maiden,  ye  never  can  know 

The  Gems  of  the  Ocean  !   the  Isles  of  the  Blest  ! 
Where  the  waves  that  surround  them  are  soothed 
into  sleep 

By  the  sound  of  the  wind  through  the  orange  and 

vine ; 
Where  the  cedar  is  towering  on  summit  and  steep, 

And  the  roses  the  glitt'ring  kiosk  may  entwine ; 
Where  the  eye  of  the  maiden  is  languidly  bright, 

But  dark  as  the  oceans  that  lie  at  her  feet ; 
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Where  the  bulbul  is  heard  through  the  long  summer 

night, 
And  loud  in  the  gardens  the  gay  Ziraleet. 

Alone  in  thy  beauty,  around  thee  is  cast 
The  halo  of  Memory  that  mellows  the  Past  : 
Like  a   Seraph  that's   fallen  from  highest   estate, 
Still  beautiful  weeps  o'er  his  desolate  fate, 
And  adds  to  the  features  which  God  hath  made  fair 
The  blending  of  Sorrow  with  Loveliness  there  : 
So,   Clime   of  the  East,   thou  art   beautiful  still, 

Though  wan  is  thy  brow  with  the  sorrow  of  years ; 
Thy  glories  are  past,  and  thy  ruins  but  fill 

The  lonely  beholder  with  sadness  and  tears — 
'Tis  the  land  of  the  Crescent !  the  home  of  the 

slave ! 
'Tis  the  land  of  the  Desert  !  the  tomb  of  the  brave  ! 

Wide  spread,  the  Ocean  stretches  far, 
Not  kiss'd  by  moon,  but  lit  by  star, 
Deep  in  its  slumber  like  the  mind 
That  dreams  of  joyous  days  behind. 
On  yonder  cape  the  night  bird  sits  ; 
What  shadow  o'er  the  water  flits  ? 
Lo  !  on  its  wing  the  bird  of  Thrace 
Speeds  on  in  Slumber's  soft  embrace ; 
Nor  hears  the  owlet,  perching  nigh, 
Give  forth  its  melancholy  cry. 
But  save  the  ripple  of  the  brook, 
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No  louder  cry,  no  brighter  look 
Breaks  on  the  ear  or  strikes  the  gaze 
Of  aught  beneath  that  starlit  blaze. 
Deserted,  lonely,  coldly  dead, 
Wrapt  in  the  past  when  Beauty  led 
The  dance  beside  thy  timeless  shore, 
O  sea  !  why  dream  of  days  of  yore  ? 
Is  glory  fled  ?  is  beauty  o'er  ? 
Behold  around  thee  ruin  ! — yet 
The  Sun  of  Loveliness  can  set 
Nor  here,  nor  there,  but  only  glow 
More  lovely  as  the  ages  go  ; 
More  chastely  pure,  more  deadly  sweet, 
The  look  that  bends  thee  to  her  feet. 
There  is  a  voice  in  every  desert  vale 

Of  sadness  as  of  spirits  weeping  there  ; 
The  cry  of  many  blending  in  the  wail, 

Like  Hope  amid  the  blackness  of  Despair, 
As  Joy  o'er-laden  by  the  weight  of  Care, 
Like  angels  sighing  o'er  the  sins  we  bear  : 
Yet  hath  it  something  tuneful  to  the  ear, 
And  soothing  to  the  hearts  of  those  who  hear, 
And,  lo  !  what  comfort  found  in  tears ; 
What  look  of  loveliness  appears 
From  grief  and  suff'ring  worn  for  years. 

And  ye  !  who  halt  in  musing  mood 
Within  the  shadows  of  the  wood, 
To  mark  the  fragments  of  the  Past 
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Torn  from  their  place  by  war  and  blast, 
Behold  how  great,  how  grand  of  yore 
That  city  crown'd  the  summit  o'er, 
And  once  its  shadows  like  a  dream 
Cast  lengthening  o'er  yon  sleeping  stream. 
And  now,  where  are  those  turrets  gone 
That  once  the  traveller's  eye  look'd  on, 
Delighted,  yet  surprised  to  see 
Such  strength  and  added  symmetry  ? 
Where  all — each  dome  and  slender  spire, 
Now  kiss'd  by  moon,  now  tipp'd  with  fire  ? 
Where,  stranger  ? — of  the  Gods  inquire  ! 
Only  to-day  a  crumbling  stone 
Is  seen  with  ivied  wreaths  o'ergrown, 
A  sleeping  stream,  a  broken  wall, 
An  arch,  a  column — that  is  all. 
Go,  stranger,  ponder  on  the  scene 
Of  grandeur  past,  of  worth  that's  been  ; 
And  teach  thy  sinful  heart  to  know 
That  grief  may  come,  and  love  may  go — 
That  all  things  change  but  God  below. 
But  lo  !  who  comes  ? — a  distant  tread 
Wakes  echoes  from  the  cliffs  o'erhead ; 
And  frighten'd  from  his  perch  on  high, 
The  owlet  shrieks  his  ghostly  cry, 
Spreads  his  soft  wings  and  hovers  o'er 
An  instant  then  that  lonely  shore, 
Ere  far  in  flight  he's  seen  no  more. 
The  bulbul,  lost  in  silent  bliss 
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From  the  red  rose's  fragrant  kiss, 
Lifts  up  his  graceful  head  to  see 
Who  dares  invade  his  privacy  ; 
But  undismay'd,  awakes  again 
The  'trancing  measures  of  his  strain — 
How  deep,  how  exquisite,  how  rare, 
How  fond  with  love  beyond  compare 
Knows  only  his  sultana  fair. 
And  yet  at  times  it  mournful  seems, 
As  though  the  Evening  warbler  deems 
That  love  is  never  what  it  seems — • 
A  star  that  gleams  on  Helle's  wave, 
It  guides  the  galley  of  the  brave, 
But,  lo  !  the  skiff  of  yonder  slave  ! — 
What  burden  doth  it  bear  ? — 
The  white  symar  ! — oh,  who  shall  save  ?- 
It  plunges  sullen  in  the  wave — 
The  faithless,  but  the  fair  ! 
Oh,  listener  !  in  the  olive  grove, 
Why  watch  where  distant  shadows  rove 
Upon  the  glitt'ring  stream  that  wends 
Adown  that  darksome  vale,  and  lends 
Its  volume  to  the  starlit  tide 
That  dreams  the  sandy  shore  beside, 
Forgetful  now  of  wave  and  bar, 
Enchanted  by  the  morning  star  ? 
They  are  but  shapes  of  trees  that  wave 
Above  the  ashes  of  the  brave  ; 
Cast  by  the  beams  that  rise  and  set 
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Upon  the  dancing  rivulet. 
Hark  to  the  sound  ! — no  sea  or  sky 
Gave  utterance  to  so  sweet  a  cry — 
'Tis  they — ah  !  no,  'tis  but  the  sigh 
Of  the  sea  breeze  that  whispers  by  : 
And  portends  on  the  Eastern  shore 
The  reddening  morn  shall  ope  once  more. 
"  Hush  ! — Hush  ! — a  step  approaches  near  ; 
But  not  a  Voice  upon  mine  ear  : 
Who  comes  ? — ah  !  by  his  white  capote, 
'Tis  thou,  my  brave  Chimariote  ! — 
Ye  say  they  wander  in  the  glen ; 
Bismillah  !  who  can  save  him  then, 
Uninjured  from  my  ambush'd  power  ? — 

Dog  that  he  is ! — accursed  Giaour  I  " 

***** 

"  Oh,  let  us  rest  a  moment  here  ! 

My  love  !  the  Ocean  shore  is  near  : 

The  ruins  and  the  glen  are  past ; 

The  dark  ravine  behind  at  last, 

Seems  darker,  and  the  babbling  brook, 

Which  wander'd  there  hath  caught  the  look 

Of  stars  upon  its  crystal  breast, 

That  here  has  laid  its  waves  to  rest. 

Allah  !  I  shudder  as  I  think 

Of  that  tall  precipice's  brink ; 

And  that  black  glen,  where  ne'er  a  wink 

Of  the  bright  heavens  might  entrance  win 

Amid  its  tangled  woods,  like  sin 
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Which  dark  as  death  broods  deeply  dread 
Above  the  spirit  lost  and  dead  ; 
And  Purity  and  Love  may  never 
That  awful  gloom  of  Midnight  sever. 
Ah  !  yes,  the  ghostly  trees  hung  o'er 
The  broken  tomb,  the  river  shore, 
The  pathway  torn,  which  oft  had  seen 
The  pride  and  pomp  of  Asian  queen — 
By  pilgrims*  feet  all  grooved  and  worn ; 
But  now  unpaved,  o'ergrown  and  torn. 
And  if  not  for  a  crumbling  stone     , 

That  here  and  there  might  span  the  way, 
The  last  sad  remnant  grey  and  lone 

Of  architecture's  early  day, 
The  pilgrim  in  that  tangled  wood 
Might  view  its  brooding  solitude, 
Nor  deem  an  ancient  temple  stood 
Impressively  in  yonder  glen, 
And  this  lone  path  was  causeway'd  then. 

"  Yes,  my  dear  love  !  thy  Leyli's  smile 
Was  stay'd,  but  only  for  a  while  ; 
Dost  not  behold  it  beaming  bright 
Beneath  the  star-glow  of  the  night, 
As  maid  should  smile  upon  her  Knight  ? 
Ah  !  who  with  such  a  scene  as  this 
Can  talk  of  else  but  love  and  bliss  ! 
Past  are  the  ruins  fraught  with  fear, 
The  archway  grim,  the  ancient  seer, 
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Whose  ghostly  shape  the  gaze  appals 

Intruded  mid  those  sacred  halls. 

The  sea,  the  sand,  the  clifi,  the  sky, 

The  grove  through  which  the  night  winds  sigh, 

And  the  wild  sea-bird  flitting  by — 

This  sculptured  stone,  this  basin  nigh, 

The  rippling  brook  but  meet  the  eye." 

"  Yes,  there  is  beauty  in  the  scene, 

A  magic  born  of  what  hath  been ; 

But,  oh,  the  smile  of  former  bliss 

Is  not  so  beautiful  as  this  ! — 

The  sleeping  sea,  the  maid  I  love, 

The  sand  below,  the  heaven  above, 

This  broken  cross — but,  Leyli,  hark  ! 

That  sound ! " — "  It  comes  from  Moslem  bark — 

The  splash  of  oars — it  glides  away 

To  anchor  in  Zamara's  bay. 

"  My  knight — my   Giaour  !  "   she   gaily  said, 

Then    blush'd    and    bent   her   graceful   head, 

"  Oh,  chide  me  not !     if  I  should  feel 

So  lightly  gay,  for  love's  appeal 

Is  sweet !  like  dewdrop  shining  clear, 

As  Purity  devoid  of  fear, 

Within  a  rose's  fragrant  flower 

That  decks  a  maiden's  latticed  bower ; 

What  jewel  in  far  Golconda's  mine 

With  half  such  crystal  light  may  shine, 

A  gem  of  earth  but  half  divine  ! 
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"  Our  journey  done,  our  danger  past, 
And  having  reach'd  the  shore  at  last, 
I  feel  that  naught  can  part  us  now ; 
But,  love  !  why  gloom  upon  thy  brow  ? 
Oh,  is  it  that  my  maiden  glee 
O'ersteps  the  bounds  of  modesty  ? 
The  daughters  of  the  West  may  bind 
Affection  with  the  chains  of  Pride  ; 
And  to  themselves  and  Love  unkind 
Become  a  stranger's  loveless  bride  : 
But  never  since  the  sun  began 

Its  march  of  fire  o'er  Eden's  bowers, 
Till  last  it  set  on  Frangistan 

In  purple  tints  like  yonder  flowers, 
Has  Moslem  maiden  from  her  breast 
Expell'd  that  more  than  heavenly  guest. 
Ah  !  no,  beneath  an  Eastern  sun 
Its  fire  is  changeless  when  begun, 
As  though  a  spark  of  that  bright  flame 
Unfading  to  each  bosom  came." 
She  raised — half  shyly  raised  her  head  ; 
Her  cheek  a  rosy  blush  o'erspread  ; 
Her  eye  the  while  so  fondly  turning 

Upon  his  face,  whereon  it  dwelt, 
Dark,  lovely,  passionate,  and  burning 

With  all  the  love  her  bosom  felt. 

Oh,  who  that  once  hath  caught  the  light 
Of  Passion,  tender,  languid,  bright, 
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Deep-seated  in  a  maiden's  glance — 

It  may  be,  stranger,  but  a  chance  ; 

But  chance  is  all  the  game  of  love, 

On  earth  at  least,  if  not  Above. 

And  if  thy  heart  is  young,  ah  !  then 

Thy  lot  is  but  the  lot  of  men ; 

The  heart  is  stirr'd  ;  new  hopes  arise  ; 

New  pleasures  gem  Life's  morning  skies — 

Alas,  how  oft  it  ends  in  sighs  ! 

Yet  still  that  sweet  and  tender  gaze, 

A  star  in  Mem'ry's  arch  shall  blaze 

Bright,  solitary  'mid  the  years, 

Nor  hid  by  griefs,  nor  dimm'd  by  tears — 

O,  Beauty  !  dear  but  dangerous  star, 

What  life  canst  thou  not  make  or  mar  ! 

And  did  the  Leslie  fail  to  hear 

The  words  of  her  he  held  so  dear  ? 

Oh  !  could  he  see  the  starting  tear 

Within  those  matchless  orbs  of  night, 

That  dimm'd  but  could  not  quench  their  light ; 

Like  the  bright  sun  the  Peri  sees 

Shine  through  the  waves  of  summer  seas, 

And  light  her  grotto  of  the  deep 

When  she  hath  raised  herself  from  sleep, 

Their  rays  beneath  that  current  flowing 

Were  softer,  with  the  love-light  glowing. 

Ah  !  no,  not  he  whose  sires  could  trace 

Their  lineage  of  the  Magyar  race  ? 
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Those  fiery  tribes  of  Conqu'ring  fame, 

Whose  swords  were  sharp,  whose  hearts  were  flame  ; 

Their  friendship  true  as  hilt  to  blade, 

And  steadfast  as  Altai's  mountains ; 

Their  hatred  deep  as  seas  are  laid, 

Their  Vengeance  as  o'erflowing  fountains. 

No,  in  his  veins  the  Eastern  blood 

Is  fierce  as  Brahma's  founts  of  fire, 
Drawn  in  a  rich  and  burning  flood 

From  many  an  imperial  sire  : 
As  well  might  Love  forget  to  trace 
Each  rounded  curve,  each  blushing  grace 
On  Beauty's  matchless  form  and  face, 
As  Leslie  view  that  eye  of  jet 
Look  half  appealing,  half  regret. 

His  gloom  was  gone,  if  gloom  there  lay 
Upon  his  brow,  and  shone  the  day — 
The  day  of  Passion,  when  the  Sun 
The  Zenith  of  its  power  hath  won 
From  the  dark  clouds  of  storm,  until 
It  burns  bright,  pure,  unquenchable. 
"  Leyli !  "  he  said — from  where  she  knelt 
He  raised  her  up—"  If  all  I  felt, 
If  all  I  feel  could  like  that  sea 
Before  us  now  be  shown  to  thee, 
The  light  by  which  you  view  them  o'er 
A  planet  pale  on  Mem'ry's  shore — 
The  Star  of  Love  when  Doubt  is  o'er, 
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My  feelings  then  like  yonder  tide, 
Now  bright  with  love,  now  dark  in  pride, 
Thine  eye  would  see  by  its  pale  kiss 
Stretching  from  Mem'ry's  shore  to  this." 
His  eye  spoke  more  than  lips  might  tell : 
She  felt  the  magic  of  the  spell  : 
She  knew  he  loved  her  all  too  well  : 
The  tear  that  rolls  on  Beauty's  cheek 

But  gems  the  rosy  blush  beneath — 
The  dewdrop  that  the  Peris  seek 

Upon  the  rose's  fragrant  wreath, 
Reveals  not  half  the  lustrous  flash 
As  that  which  fell  from  Leyli's  lash. 
Sweet  moment ! — Time  with  pallid  brow 
Must  stand  nor  mark  the  moments  now, 
Frowning  at  times  perchance,  and  yet 
May  look  half  envy,  half  regret. 
Sweet  blissful  space,  soon  past  and  ended, 
When  soul  to  soul  in  one  are  blended  ! 
Like  odorous  scents  that  upward  wing 

From  wild  flowers  in  a  Syrian  dell, 
When  the  enchanting  hours  of  Spring 

Fall  fairly  like  on  leaf  and  bell, 
At  first  all  ununited  rise, 
Borne  on  a  sunbeam  to  the  skies ; 
Till  nearing,  meeting,  melting,  blending, 
Each  unto  each  their  sweetness  lending, 

They  spread  enchantment  through  the  air, 
And  die  in  that  last  fragrance  there  ; 
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So  was  that  glance,  that  tender  kiss, 
Like  angel  unto  angel  given — 
The  meeting  of  two  streams  of  Bliss 
Drawn  from  the  very  Founts  of  Heaven. 

"  O  Leyli ! — Hark  ! — what  distant  sound  ? 
An  echo  rolls  along  the  ground — 
Again  ! — ah  !  'tis  the  clank  of  steel — 
A  scabbard  on  an  armour'd  heel." 
He  started  from  her  dear  embrace  ; 
Yet,  as  he  started,  mark'd  her  face 
Grow  pale  as  snowdrop  on  the  moss, 
Or  the  white  foam  the  green  waves  toss. 
"  They  come  ! — how  many  or  how  few — 
They  come  ! — I  care  not  if  I  knew  ; 
This  bugle  horn  shall  blow  at  need, 
A  blast  that  though  unchain'd  and  freed 
The  spirit  bore  its  upward  way, 
And  all  the  Thrones  of  Heaven  in  view, 
Should  bid  it  on  its  white  wings  stay, 
And  bring  it  back  to  Earth  anew  !  " 

Ah,  vain  conceit  !  thy  warrior  band 
Have  heard  a  mightier  blast  command. 
Couldst  thou,  undaunted  chief,  behold 
Where  soft  those  starlit  breakers  roll'd, 
Beneath  the  nodding  grove  afar, 
Upon  the  beach's  sandy  bar  ? 
Once  charm'd  they  broke  ;    but  now  withdraw 
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Back  from  the  horrid  sights  they  saw, 
As  loth  to  stain  their  crystal  flood 
With  purple  sands,  and  Christian  blood. 
Yes,  Leslie  !  couldst  thou  see  that  spot, 
On  Nature's  face  a  reeking  blot, 
What  start  of  fury  and  amaze 
Had  lit  thine  eye  and  fired  thy  gaze  ! — 
Upon  the  beach  of  that  lone  bay 
In  blood  his  slaughtered  comrades  lay  : 
The  thirsty  sand  empurpled  o'er 
Still  suck'd  the  clotting  drops  of  gore  : 
Here  one  in  desperate  fight  o'erborn, 
In  agony  the  ground  had  torn  : 
Convulsively,  and  white  and  chill 
That  stiff'ning  hand  confined  it  still ; 
And  here  with  face  to  heaven  upturn'd, 

Fix'd,  cold  and  wet  with  dew, 
And  pale  as  yonder  planet  burn'd — 

As  calm  and  peaceful  too, 
A  knightly  comrade  slept  the  sleep 
Of  Death  beside  the  sobbing  deep  ; 
And  there  around  him  by  the  bay, 
Six  turban'd  Othmans  starkly  lay ; 
And  show'd  how  stern  the  battle  fray 
Had  gone  until  the  faithless  brand 
In  shiver'd  fragments  left  his  hand. 

What  matters  more — the  Calpac  cleft, 
The  dinted  Visor's  shatter'd  bar, 
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The  lance  of  gleaming  point  bereft, 

The  blood-stain'd  broken  scimitar  ; 
When  strife  has  met,  the  same  is  seen  : 
The  stiffen'd  form,  the  gaping  breast, 
The  raven  hov'ring  o'er  the  scene, 

The  wild  dog  hastening  as  a  guest — 
All  bent  with  gleaming  tooth  and  beak 
To  rob  the  worm,  to  tear  the  weak, 
The  dying  and  the  dead  as  well, 
Like  Ghouls — the  charnel-fiends  of  Hell. 

But  why  draw  pictures  of  the  dead  ! — 

No,  leave  them  where  they  lie  ; 
They  are  but  things  of  ghostly  dread 

That  even  love  would  fly. 
'Tis  well !     Pale  star,  obscure  thy  brow 
Behind  that  cloud  !  'twere  mockery  now 
To  shine  undimm'd — 'tis  time  to  set. 
Pale,  wan  o'er  yonder  minaret — 
'Tis  done — the  watchers  of  the  Tomb, 

The  cypress  stand  more  darkly  fair ; 
And  cast  their  length'ning  shapes  of  gloom, 
Black  as  the  Angels'  Books  of  Doom, 

To  hide  those  sights  of  horror  there. 
Ah,  Leslie  !  if  thine  eye  beheld, 
How  had  thy  boastful  vaunt  been  quell'd  : 
No  bugle  blast  could  rouse  that  band  ; 
Thy  comrades  know  their  chief's  command, 

Alas,  no  more  for  ever — 
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He  knew  it  not ;  no  Voice  of  war 
Had  reach'd  the  desert  vale  afar, 
Beside  the  rippling  river. 

"  They  come  !  " — he  cried — "  beside  the  sea 

A  band  of  turban'd  Osmanlie — 

The  olive  wood  has  now  conceaPd 

Their  number,  only  half  reveaPd — 

Ah  !  Now,  where  yonder  olive  wood 

Surrounds  that  rock  in  solitude, 

And  crowns  its  summit  with  a  plume 

Wide  waving  o'er  it  in  the  gloom, 

Like  Azrael's  crest  of  cypress  bloom, 

The  glint  of  steel  breaks  through  the  darkness, 

As  Lightning  flashing  from  its  fastness, 

Embattled,  black,  with  crest  of  cloud, 

Widespreading,  threat'ning,  wild  and  proud ; 

And  as  the  thunder  bursts  on  high, 

So  fiercely  broke  the  Moslem  cry — 

"  Alia  il  alia  !  alia  Hu  !  "— 

Again  swell'd  high  the  war  halloo — 

"  Death  to  the  Giaour  !  il  alia  Hu  !  " 

They  dash  into  the  shallow  stream: 

Their  sheathless  sabres  glint  and  gleam  : 

They  stumble,  break  ;    but  ford  the  tide  ; 

And  now  have  reach'd  the  nearer  side. 

"  Who  leads  them  on  ?     Ah  !  Now  I  scan, 
By  yonder  light  a  Moslem  kan 
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With  sparkling  belt  and  ataghan  ; 

Around  his  calpac's  central  peak 

Those  emerald  folds  his  rank  bespeak — 

A  Syud  ! — of  Mahomet's  race. 

Alone  that  turban  green  must  grace. 

He  comes — and  richly  broider'd  o'er, 

Behind  him  flows  his  palampore ; 

And  at  his  back  with  clank  and  jar 

Rush  Suliote  and  Janizar. 

'Tis  he — by  Salem's  sacred  shrine  ! 

By  all  the  tombs  of  Palestine  ! 

Abdul ! — the  scourge  of  God  and  man, 

The  blood-stain'd  faithless  Mussulman  !  ' 

He  blew  a  blast  so  loud  and  strong, 

Voiced  with  command  it  burst  along ; 

Each  rock  and  vale  the  notes  prolong 

In  echoes  pealing,  deep  and  long. 

Not  fiercer  waked  the  Kerna's  breath 

Along  Angora's  field  of  death  ; 

Not  more  portentous  rolls  the  drum 

When  the  famed  Spahi's  squadrons  come, 

Than  the  loud  blast  that  shook  the  air, 

Startled  the  Earth  and  Ocean  there. 

No  answering  note  ! — again  he  blew — 
Foulque  the  unconquer'd  ! — Foulque  the  true  ! 
Where  is  the  horn  that  ne'er  was  still 
When  Leslie's  bugle  spoke  his  will  ? 
Again  ! — how  far  ! — that  eager  note 
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Startled  the  kilted  Suliote, 

Slow  pacing  round  Zamara's  wall, 

And  bids  him  list  a  second  call. 

It  comes  half  anger,  half  regret, 

As  though  the  sender's  hope  had  set, 

Not  dimm'd  by  shower,  or  dark  in  storm, 

But  in  the  evening  clouds  that  form, 

Now  palely  soft,  now  redly  dire, 

Around  the  Sun-God's  brow  of  fire. 

Perchance,  such  melancholy  strain 

Was  heard  o'er  Lech's  bloody  plain, 

When  Lehel,  captive  to  his  foes, 

Saw  the  grim  chieftains  round  him  close, 

The  ready  axe,  the  block  of  fate, 

The  German  leader's  looks  of  hate, 

And,  unappalPd,  with  his  last  breath, 

Blew  on  his  horn  the  blast  of  death. 

Yet  ere  that  parting  breath  was  drawn, 

The  Magyar's  vengeance  deeply  sworn 

To  God  upon  his  silver  horn, 

Fell  on  the  faithless  Conrade's  brow  : — 

"  I  bid  thee,  Slave,  hence  with  me  now, 

To  be  my  servant  in  the  Spheres, 

Whence  Time  commands  the  surge  of  years 

Back  where  Kudai's  Throne  appears." 

Such  was  the  strain  that  Leslie  sent 
Sad  floating  through  the  firmament ; 
But  still  no  answering  signal  came 
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From  bugle  horn,  or  beacon  flame. 

"  They  come  not ! — God  of  Heaven  ! — my  band, 

Can  they  not  hear  their  chief's  command  ? 

Where  are  they  now  ? — on  land  or  sea 

In  this  my  dire  extremity  ? 

'Tis  useless — naught  but  hills  reply, 

And  waving  shadows  mock  the  eye — 

Error  it  is — it  could  not  be  ? 

No,  no  ! — it  is  not  treachery  !  " 

He  turn'd  where  Leyli  pale  and  chill, 

Benumbed  with  fear  stood  deadly  still, 

Deprived  of  motion,  speech  and  will. 

More  lovely  in  the  fading  light 

She  seem'd  ;  her  eye  more  darkly  bright ; 

Her  raven  tresses  falling  low, 

Her  bosom  like  a  wreath  of  snow  : 

Not  half  so  ravishingly  sweet 

The  violet  blooms  in  early  Spring, 

And  lifts  its  purple  crest  to  meet 

The  Sylvan  fairy's  tinted  wing ; 

Not  half  so  exquisitely  fair, 

Coldly  and  wan  it  standeth  there, 

When  like  the  ghostly  hand  of  Grief — 

A  chill-benumbing  power, 
The  snowfall  hides  its  emerald  leaf, 

But  decks  its  purple  flower. 

He  turn'd — as  turns  the  noble  deer 
Towards  his  love,  when  sounding  near, 
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Adown  the  Vale  the  bugle  horn 

Wakes  the  first  echoes  of  the  morn, 

Which  far  from  crag  to  crag  are  born. 

So  Leslie  on  that  lovely  face, 

So  pale  with  fear,  so  fraught  with  grace, 

Like  a  white  lily  upward  turn'd 

To  heaven  where  once  yon  planet  burn'd, 

Cast  one  long  anguish'd  look  to  see 

His  Leyli's  speechless  agony. 

Oh  Heaven  ! — that  gaze  ! — but  once  alone 

Is  such  to  earthly  maiden  known  : 

So  deep,  so  tender  ere  it  set, 

So  bless'd  with  love  and  passion,  yet 

So  dark  with  sadness  and  regret. 

Such,  ere  engulf'd  in  the  abyss 

Of  Darkness,  driven  from  Heaven  and  Bliss, 

Might  the  Fallen  Angel's  Self  have  thrown 

To  all  the  Beauties  he  had  known 

Thick  gemm'd  round  Allah's  wondrous  throne. 

"  Leyli,  one  kiss  !  "  he  press'd  her  brow, 
"  My  more  than  life  ! — my  Angel  now  !  " 
She  started  from  her  trance  of  fear; 
Adown  her  cheek  there  roll'd  a  tear ; 
She  twin'd  her  arms  around  him  there ; 
She  look'd  so  lovely  fond  and  fair, 
So  wild  with  grief  that  Peris  staid 
In  air,  half  wond'ring,  half  afraid, 
Yet  wept  at  last  with  this  poor  maid. 
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She  tore  the  bracelets  from  her  arm — 
Each  circlet  gemm'd,  a  Moslem  charm, 
Bore  on  its  front  a  Koorsee  text 

That  saves  one  from  the  evil  eye 
In  this  dark  world,  and  opes  the  next 

When  son  of  Islam  comes  to  die. 
"  O  Love  ! — dear  Love  !  there's  time  to  set 
Around  thy  wrist  each  amulet ; 
My  mother's  once,  they  then  were  mine, 
And  now — ah  !  dearest  love,  they're  thine  !  " 


That  Moslem  shout—"  They  come  !— ah  me  !  "- 
The  pang,  the  chilling  agony  ; 
One  moment  to  her  bursting  heart 
The  life  blood  gush'd  with  sudden  start ; 
And  then  the  earth,  the  sea,  the  sky 
Melt  in  the  mist  that  dims  her  eye — 
One  sound  she  utters — 'tis  a  sigh ; 
Upon  his  arm  like  Seraph  falls, 
Or  moonbeam  on  Zamara's.  walls.   . 
One  kiss  upon  her  brow  he  press'd  ; 
Clasp'd  her  a  moment  to  his  breast ; 
Offer'd  a  prayer  to  God  on  high ; 
Wiped  the  bright  teardrop  from  his  eye  ; 
Then  to  the  broken  fountain  brought  her, 
The  loved,  the  fair — Zamara's  daughter. 
Forth  from  its  scabbard  flash'd  his  blade ; 
One  step  toward  his  foemen  made  ; 
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Survey'd  their  ranks  with  gathering  frown, 
And  cast  his  useless  bugle  down. 

When  Ocean  rolls  her  frontward  wave 

Of  Tempest  on  a  lonely  rock ; 
With  naught  to  break,  with  naught  to  brave, 

In  dark  despair  it  waits  the  shock ; 
So  did  the  Leslie  steadfast  there, 
Await  the  foe  with  dauntless  air ; 
In  silence  heard  their  Ollahs  high, 
Portending  that  the  fight  was  nigh  ; 
And  grimly  smiled  as  in  his  hand 
He  felt  the  balance  of  his  brand  ; 
And  vow'd  by  all  his  hopes  of  Heaven 
That  ere  his  breast  by  wound  were  riven, 
Ere  quench'd  his  eye,  or  dumb  his  ear, 
The  fight  should  cost  the  Moslem  dear. 

They  come — that  pause  was  but  to  scan 
The  foe  and  loose  each  ataghan  ; 
Feel  that  their  sabres'  edge  was  true, 
And  mutter  orisons  anew. 
With  gleaming  front,  and  crest  of  pride, 
High  soaring,  deep,  and  swelling  wide, 
With  peak  of  fire  and  bank  of  flame 
The  storm  on  Suli's  fortress  came — 
I  saw  it  come ;  I  saw  it  fail, 
And  leave  the  heavens  as  calm  and  pale, 
As  when  it  rose  portending  ills 
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On  fair  Albania's  thousand  hills. 
It  pass'd — the  stars  are  shining  bright ; 
But  earth  displays  a  different  sight, 
Where  whirling  flood  and  shatter'd  rock 
And  tree  that's  broken  by  the  shock, 
The  peaceful  sky  and  planets  mock. 
Not  swifter  came  on  Suli's  hill 

The  Wing  of  Tempest  lined  with  fire, 
Not  whiter  roll'd  each  swollen  rill, 

Not  louder  waked  the  echoes  dire 
When  Thunder  struck  the  Mountain  Lyre, 
Than  Abdul  comes — with  gleaming  brand, 
And  all  his  turban'd  Moslem  band — 
"  Alia  il  Alia  !  "—on  they  pour  ; 
The  turf  is  pass'd,  the  foe  before  ; 
They  close — the  first  is  bathed  in  gore ; 
The  second  strikes  at  hazard  now — 
A  falchion  greets  his  swarthy  brow — 
They  break — they  pause ;  again  they  close, 
Before,  behind — a  ring  of  foes. 
"  O  God  !  and  must  he  die  apart 
From  her  who  holds  his  love,  his  heart ! — 
Beside  her  it  were  bliss  to  feel 
How  sharp  were  Moslem's  vengeful  steel, 
And  catch  the  beam  that  lights  her  eye 
Look  tearless  anguish  ere  he  die — 
Apart — O  Fate  !  it  cannot  be  ! — 
Curse  on  yon  cowardly  galiongee  ! — 
Praise  God  !  the  wound  is  well  repaid, 
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A  quiv'ring  trunk,  a  shivered  blade. 
From  right  to  left,  from  left  to  right 

His  glitt'ring  sabre  rose  and  fell ; 
Its  trenchant  blade,  his  arm  of  might 

Have  cut  a  passage  deep  and  well ; 
And  shriek  and  shout  and  groan  and  yell 
And  Calpac  cleft  and  caftan  torn 
And  quiv'ring  limb  from  shoulder  shorn, 
And  jarring  brand  and  rending  spear 
And  random  bullet  hissing  near, 
Proclaim  how  fiercely  waged  the  fray  ; 
What  dreadful  carnage  blocks  the  way, 
How  desperate  fights  who  fights  at  bay  ! 

They  meet — dark  Abdul  cross'd  his  path 
With  ready  hand  and  eye  of  wrath — 
That  blow— At  last  within  my  power 
I  meet  thee,  thou  accursed  Giaour  ! 
It  fell — but  cleft  no  turban  fold 
Which  round  the  Leslie's  brow  was  rolPd 
But  shiver'd  like  a  falling  star 
Upon  his  guarding  scimitar — 
One  stroke — and  Abdul's  race  is  o'er  ; 
His  caftan  white  is  red  with  gore  ; 
And  torn  his  broider'd  palampore — 
Alas,  O  Heaven  !  why  turn  aside 
The  sword  from  Othman's  son  of  pride, 
The  scourge  of  Christendom,  abhorred 
By  every  priest  and  southern  lord  ? 
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He  falls — but  scathless  from  the  blow 
Of  the  turned  sword  that  lays  him  low 
And  o'er  him  press  with  yell  and  jar 
Chimariote  bold  and  Palikar. 

They  come — but  yet  they  cannot  stay 
The  Christian's  triumph,  or  delay 
His  steps  towards  the  fountain  near, 
Where  lies  the  form  he  loves  so  dear. 
He  sees  her  now — a  fainting  form, 
A  lily  blasted  by  the  storm — 
As  Islam's  son  perchance  descries, 
When  standing  on  Al  Sirat's  bridge, 
Through  the  red  mists  of  Hell  that  rise 
Al  Cawthor's  fount  of  Paradise, 
And  hastening  o'er  the  trembling  ridge 
With  gaze  upon  the  Land  of  Bliss, 
Upheld  above  the  Dark  Abyss 
By  the  good  deeds  he  did  in  this — 
So  Leslie  held  his  onward  way 
With  falchion  red  amid  the  fray. 
Uninjured  yet  untiring  sweep 
The  blows  that  Moslem  mothers  weep  ; 
With  eye  firm  fixed  upon  the  maid 
Who  nerves  his  arm,  and  steels  his  blade, 
He  rushes  on  all  heedless  brave, 
His  Love — his  promised  bride  to  save, 
Or  die,  but  never  live  in  chains 
While  vigour  in  his  frame  remains  : 
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This  hope — this  purpose  blent  in  one 
Have  dared  the  fight  and  almost  won — 
Alas,  brave  Christian  !  wherefore  reel  ? 
Drops  from  his  nerveless  hand  the  steel ! 
What  spear  hath  pierced  his  armour'd  coat  ? 
'Tis  thine,  the  dark-brow'd  Suliote  ! 

He  droops — he  falls — the  Moslems  raise 
To  Allah's  name  their  shouts  of  praise  : 
Stern  Abdul  comes  with  turban  cleft, 
Of  robe  and  scimitar  bereft, 
And  gazes  on  his  dying  foe 
With  eye  of  joy  who  bled  below  ; 
And  marvels  at  the  goodly  blow 
That  quiv'ring  arm  had  dealt  his  crest, 
And  all  but  laid  his  soul  to  rest. 
He  fell — so  near  that  Leyli's  robe 
Was  crimson'd  with  the  blood  that  flowed, 
Deep  welling,  from  her  lover's  side, 
Whose  gaze  was  fixed  upon  his  bride — 
Alas,  the  bride  of  Heaven  !— "  O  God  !— 
Leyli ! — accursed  my  faithless  sword  ! 
Which  fail'd  to  guard  yon  felon  spear 
That  laid  me  wounded — dying  here — 
But  yet  who  hath  a  bloodier  bier  ! 
Oh  but  a  glance,  my  God,  allow  ! — 
The  death  damp  gathers  on  my  brow, 
Mine  arm  is  stiff — mine  eye  is  dim — 
Thy  features  fade, — My  foemen  grim 
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Are  lost  in  mist — Ah  God,  'tis  well ! 

My  love  ! — My  dearest  love,  farewell ! " 
*  *  *  *  # 

The  Morn  hath  waken'd  clear  and  bright ; 

The  Sun  is  high  on  Hadyar's  isle  ; 

It  glows  on  Helen's  distant  height ; 

The  Azure  tides  reflect  its  smile. 

The  shadows  dance  upon  the  hill ; 

The  flowers  are  opening  by  the  rill ; 

The  blushing  rose  forgets  to  dream 

Upon  her  lover's  tender  theme. 

The  birds  of  evening  seek  the  groves, 

On  whirring  wing  the  partridge  goes ; 

The  palms  are  nodding  to  the  breeze 

That  rufHes  o'er  those  azure  seas ; 

The  white  shells  sparkle  in  the  rays, 

The  streams  are  wrapp'd  in  shimm'ring  sprays  ; 

To  brightness  wakes  the  wooded  maze, 

The  cliffs  are  glitt'ring  in  the  blaze. 

All  things  on  earth,  and  sea,  in  air, 

Are  budding  fresh,  or  showing  fair. 

But  all  is  silent  by  the  stream 

Kiss'd  brightly  by  the  morning  beam, 

Save  for  the  busy  insects'  hum, 

Or  twitter'd  songs  that  quiv'ring  come. 

No  matin  anthem  pealeth  high  ; 

No  chaunting  choir  goes  slowly  by ; 

No  ancient  monk  upon  the  brink 

Of  the  lone  sea  retires  to  think  ; 
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And  catch  the  Sun-God's  burning  wink 
First  flung  o'er  Asia's  western  steep 
Broad  cast  upon  the  slumb'ring  deep, 
And  marvel  if  the  Gates  of  Bliss 
Would  burst  upon  his  gaze  like  this. 

The  priest  is  gone — that  broken  stone 
With  weeping  grasses  overgrown, 
May  all  his  godly  deeds  unfold — 
The  sun  is  high — the  tale  is  old. 
Why,  stranger,  that  expectant  air  ? 
He  will  not  wake  who  sleepeth  there  ! 
He  loiters  still — his  brow  is  dark  ; 
His  eye  is  on  that  Moslem  bark; 
She  fills  her  sail ;  she  feels  the  breeze  ; 
She  bounds  across  the  azure  seas — 
The  headland  hides  her  from  his  sight ; 
But  still  his  frown  is  black  as  night. 

Young  Selim  turns  him  from  the  tomb  ; 
He  heeds  not  flowers  that  blush  and  bloom 
With  gayer  tints  than  Iran's  loom 
Has  ever  wrought,  could  ever  weave  ; 
More  fit  on  Houri's  breast  to  heave, 
When  listing  the  melodious  song 
Israfil's  trumpet  wafts  along, 
Amid  the  golden  trees  that  gleam 
Upon  Al  Tasnim's  holy  stream. 
He  sees  them  not ;  they  blush  in  vain  ; 
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The  thoughts  have  risen  which  late  were  lain 

At  rest  within  his  youthful  mind, 

But  now  each  Phantom's  unconfined  ; 

Like  demons  in  the  seventh  Hell, 

They  gird  his  heart — within  it  dwell. 

What  seeks  he  at  the  morning  hour 

From  fair  Zamara's  battled  tower  ? 

Goes  he  towards  the  hermit's  cell, 

Deep  set,  within  the  wizard  dell, 

To  brood  in  silence  and  alone, 

And  mark  each  tomb  and  storied  stone 

With  brow  of  thought,  and  eye  of  jet 

That  looks  half  joyous,  half  regret — 

To  see  each  pillar  earthward  cast ; 

To  know  their  stately  grandeur  past ; 

To  feel  although  his  hope  is  dead 

Their  own  in  scatter'd  dust  is  fled  : 

Yet  half  regretful  that  they  lie 

So  peaceful  'neath  the  summer  sky, 

Kiss'd  by  the  Zephyrs  sobbing  by  ? 

Oft  had  he  ponder'd  such  as  this, 

And  deemed  it  near  akin  to  bliss. 

The  wretch  who  broods  on  vengeance  deep — 

The  wounded  mind,  by  sufferings  torn, 
Nor  hails  companionship  nor  sleep, 

It  hates  the  night,  but  loathes  the  morn. 
And  Selim  with  his  heart  aglow 

With  all  the  flames  of  Vengeance  pent, 
Red  as  the  fires  that  blaze  below 
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In  Jahim's  awful  firmament, 
Hath  shunn'd  the  revel  and  the  dance, 
The  tourney  light,  the  shiv'ring  lance, 
The  Moslem  maiden's  liquid  glance  ; 
And  all  the  joys  which  mark  the  fall 
Of  Beiram's  sacred  festival. 

What  unto  him  were  such  as  these  ! 
He  saw  the  revelling  Galiongees ; 
He  saw — and  from  the  banquet  fled. 
'Twas  night — the  moon  above  him  shed 
Her  silver  light ;  he  loosed  the  skiff  ; 

The  oars  are  out,  the  sail  draws  well ; 
He  is  alone — no  towers  and  cliff 

Arise  above  the  moonlit  swell. 

But  whither  does  he  wander  now  ? 

His  left  hand's  on  his  sabre  hilt ; 
His  eye  is  fierce,  and  dark  his  brow 

As  though  it  bore  the  mark  of  guilt. 
He  goes,  as  he  hath  gone  before, 
By  Helen's  hill  to  ponder  o'er 
The  plans  that  to  his  hand  shall  give 
The  felon  chief  who  must  not  live  ; 
And  view  from  thence  the  lonely  grave 
Of  Azur  o'er  the  morning  wave, 
Beneath  the  cypress  lowly  laid  ; 
And  yes  !  perchance,  a  Moslem  maid, 
Close  veil'd  who  comes  in  garb  of  woe 
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To  speak  with  him  who  sleeps  below — 
Whose  spirit  loiters  near  his  tomb 
Till  the  last  trumpet  blast  of  Doom. 

He  sees — but  from  that  mountain  throne 
No  carven  turban's  fold  may  scan  ; 

Nor  Koran  Verse  engraved  in  stone 
That  mourns  the  slumb'ring  Mussulman, 

He  ponders  deep — he  nears  the  fount ; 

His  face  is  turn'd  towards  the  mount ; 

His  eye  is  bright — what  plan  succeeds  ? 

Within  his  mind  what  felon  bleeds  ? 

What  hopes  are  bright'ning  into  deeds  ? 

Why  sits  yon  carrion  on  the  rock  ? 

The  Vulture  dares  the  warrior  mock  ! 

What  signs  are  these  upon  the  sand  ? — 

A  pool  of  blood,  a  shiver'd  brand. 

By  all  the  crowns  the  angels  wear  ! 

What  awful  vision  greets  me  there  ? 

The  broken  fountain  once  so  fair, 

Which  overflow'd  a  crystal  flood 

Is  now  a  torrent  rolling  blood  ! 

He  hastens  on  ;  he  nears  the  spot ; 
That  scene  ! — when  shall  it  be  forgot  ? 
He  staggers  ;  leans  upon  his  blade, 
Surveys  the  wreck  that  man  hath  made — 
The  trodden  turf,  the  prostrate  form, 
The  fountain  red  as  clouds  of  morn, 
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The  pillar  from  its  basement  torn — 
The  signs  that  mark  the  close  of  storm  ; 
The  broken  sword,  the  turban  cleft, 
The  crimson  robe  in  fragments  reft, 
The  riven  hand  beside  the  rill 
Which  quivers  round  that  sabre  still. 
He  marks  them  ;  but  his  glances  fix, 
Like  monks  may  on  a  Crucifix, 
Upon  the  warrior  fallen  there, 
His  pallid  brow,  his  raven  hair, 
His  caftan  pierced,  and  clotted  o'er 
With  blood  like  yonder  palampore. 

"  Allah  !  "  he  starts — he  downward  bent, 
And  fear  and  hope  alternate  lent 
Such  looks  to  quiver  o'er  his  face, 
Like  souls  at  God's  high  judgment  place, 
Who  in  the  books  the  angels  give 
Their  deeds  of  good  and  ill  may  trace — 
If  less  the  good,  ah  !  who  shall  live  ! 
Above  the  Houris'  glances  glow  ; 
The  lurid  flames  of  Hell  below 
In  liquid  currents  ebb  and  flow ; 
Before  is  Allah's  Judgment  Throne — 
The  Balance  sinks — Their  fate  is  known, 
And  Eblis  Self  has  claim'd  his  own. 
And  gloom  has  o'er  young  Selim's  brow 
Chased  hope  and  brightness  far  -away  ; 
He  standeth  calm,  but  darkly  now 
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To  mark  the  signs  of  mortal  fray, 

Too  stunn'd  to  think,  too  fierce  to  pray. 

"  At  last  " — his  eye  is  on  the  dead  ; 

A  tear  that  quiv'ring  eye  hath  shed — 

"  My  friend,  my  more  than  brother  dear  ! 

I  find  thee  on  a  blood-stained  bier, 

Cold,  stiff  and  laid  all  stilly  here. 

And  I,  who  would  have  deem'd  it  bliss 

To  end  my  life  and  woes  like  this, 

Beside  thee  in  the  mortal  jar 

With  hand  on  hilt  of  scimitar, 

Must  mourn  thee,  yes  ! — nay,  weep  thee  here  !  "- 

He  brushed  away  that  rolling  tear, 

Yet  as  he  did,  for  love  is  weak, 

Another  teardrop  gemm'd  his  cheek. 

"  Away  !  such  thoughts,  such  signs  as  these — 

The  slave  who  from  his  bondage  flees, 

When  scanning  o'er  his  native  plains 

May  mourn  his  wasted  life  in  chains, 

And  trust  a  longer  span  remains 

Than  past,  to  joy  beneath  the  sun 

Of  Freedom's  day  but  just  begun. 

But  I  far  different  clasp  a  guest 

More  dark,  more  fiercely  to  my  breast  ; 

Enough  for  me  to  hold  the  steel 

That  teaches  Omar's  heart  to  feel ; 

Then,  when  his  life-blood  stains  my  blade, 
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I  ask  not  Azrael's  arrow  stayed ; 
Swift  be  the  pang,  and  free  from  rust 
The  steel  which  strikes  me  to  the  dust, 
My  resting  place  a  nameless  grave, 
Nor  stone  to  mark  nor  tree  to  wave, 
Unmock'd  by  glance,  untrod  by  slave. 

"  What  motion — do  the  dead  awake  ? 
Forth  from  his  side  the  currents  break, 
Dark  gushing,  and  his  lids  arise 
Like  night  from  off  the  Eastern  skies. 
Oh  !  is  it  that  he  lives  ? — this  draught 
From  yonder  rippling  river  brought, 
Shall  rouse  the  ebbing  life  again, 
Restored  to  love — alas  ! — 'tis  vain — 
That  flood  hath  dried  his  every  vein  ; 
It  will  not  staunch,  it  will  not  stay — 
O  God  !  his  soul  hath  pass'd  away  ! 

Not  yet,  praise  Heaven  !  shall  Azrael  win, 
Though  all  the  Houri  waved  him  in, 
Through  the  Bright  Gates  whose  bolts  and  bars 
Are  chased  with  gold  and  set  with  stars. 
The  current  fails — More  slow — 'tis  done  ! 
His  eyes  once  more  behold  the  sun  ; 
That  look — he  sees  me  !  knows  me  now  ! 
His  lips — they  move  but  naught  avow — 
He  speaks — *  Thou  Selim  ! — thou  art  here, 
My  friend,  my  more  than  brother  dear  ! 
A  ruffian  sword  hath  laid  me  low  : 
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Alone  I  met  the  treacherous  foe  ; 
My  single  arm  had  all  but  won, 
When,  lo  !  this  wound — mine  only  one. 
And  Abdul  came  with  cloven  crest ; 
And  smiled  to  see  my  wounded  breast — 
Oh  !  had  my  blade  been  truer  than, 

It  proved  when  past  my  path  he  came, 
Despite  each  bearded  Mussulman 

His  soul  had  slept  in  flame  !  ' 

"  And  she — my  love  !  my  promised  bride  ! 
She  too  was  riven  from  my  side — " 
O  thought  !  that  might  have  burst  the  chain 
Weakness  around  each  limb  had  lain, 
Parted  to  die,  and  know  the  hour 
He  fell  gave  Leyli  to  the  power 
Of  Moslem  Vengeance,  swift  to  fall 
On  those  who  fled  the  Harem  wall ; 
And  wronged  their  lord  by  bower  and  green 
For  love  of  faithless  Nazarene. 
One  effort — On  his  hand  he  lent ; 
One  burning  look  of  anguish  sent, 
Where  o'er  the  cliff  and  olive  met, 
Bright  shines  Zamara's  minaret, 
'Tis  useless — n'er  shall  Leslie  stand 
In  fight  and  whirl  the  bick'ring  brand, 
No  more  shall  lead  the  knightly  band 
Of  Malta,  when  the  battle's  swell 
Is  breaking  on  the  Infidel." 
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He  falls — he  gasps — shall  Selim  hear 

The  words  intended  for  his  ear  ? 

He  bends  him  low,  on  Allah  calling — 

What  matter  now  the  last  bequest 
Is  whisper'd  ?  though  the  stars  were  falling 

He  swears  that  ere  he's  laid  to  rest, 
His  spirit  on  its  white  wings  soaring 

Shall  view  the  blow,  which  ne'er  can  err, 
Descend,  the  crimson  torrent  pouring, 

The  death  look  of  his  Murderer. 
"  I  know  it  all — the  tale  is  told  ; 
I  saw  that  priestly  hermit  old — 
De  Gozon's  knight,  a  captive  made, 
A  slave  Easmera  well  repaid 
For  former  kindness,  when  he  fell 
A  prisoner  to  the  Infidel. 
Then  high  in  favour  with  our  Kan, 
The  all-victorious  Sulieman, 
A  fief  obtain'd,  a  Bey  was  made  ; 
But  soon  by  help  of  his  good  blade, 
He  reach'd  a  Pasha's  loftier  grade, 
Ali,  the  Frankish  renegade. 
He  had  a  friend  :  he  knew  him  brave  ; 
He  deem'd  him  not  a  treacherous  slave  ; 
To  him  his  wealth  and  children  gave 
To  tend,  to  care — he  promised  then, 
By  all  that  Turk  or  Saracan 
Deems  sacred,  by  the  Prophet's  Tomb, 
The  holy  Caaba's  stone  of  gloom, 
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The  murmuring  Zem-Zem's  blissful  well 

Wherein  the  souls  of  Moslems  dwell — 

All  these  and  more — and  Ali  set 

His  snowy  canvas  wide, 

And  soon  Sophia's  minaret 

Sank  low  in  Helle's  tide. 

But  now,  enough — Thou  see'st  I  know 

My  father's  friend — His  deadliest  foe  ! 

I  love  her — by  the  Koran  now  ! 

Who  told — what  Genii  taught  thee  this  ? — 

This  secret — chieftain  !  tell  me  how  ? 

I  swear  it  by  the  Gates  of  Bliss, 

Her  heart  is  thine — and  thine  alone  ! 

Mine  is  the  pang,  and  mine  the  moan, 

And  mine  the  grief  the  wretch  must  own, 

Who  loves — O  agony  !     O  pain  ! 

Who  loves  but  knows  that  love  is  vain — 

I  love  ! — yes,  Allah  !  is  it  given 

To  those  who  near  the  Gates  of  Heaven  ? 

Oh  !  can  the  Spirit  all  but  free, 

Just  hov'ring  on  its  angel  wings, 
The  secrets  of  the  living  see 

To  weep  o'er  in  its  wanderings  ? 
For  if  such  creatures  ever  feel, 

It  is  for  woe  that  evil  brings, 
Pent  in  the  breast  with  Eblis  seal, 

Lost  in  its  own  dark  slumberings. 
And  if  these  white-wing'd  seraphs  weep 

For  sins  the  demon  spirits  plant 
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Within  the  heart,  shall  Pity  sleep 
When  Love's  the  fair  inhabitant  ? 

But  faded,  stricken  ere  its  bloom, 
A  broken  stem,  a  dying  flower  ; 

Without  a  ray,  without  perfume 

It  waits  the  grave  and  weeps  the  hour, 
Unkiss'd  by  sun,  unbathed  by  shower  !  " 

He  kneels  upon  the  crimson  sand ; 
His  fingers  clasp  that  stifFning  hand ; 
His  arm  supports  the  drooping  head 
Of  him  who  mourns,  of  him  who  bled  ; 
Whose  last  look  lingers  as  it  strays 
O'er  Selim's  face,  to  Selim's  gaze  ; 
There  fix'd,  it  fades — it  dims — it  dies, 
As  twilight  on  the  Western  skies — 
When  shall  those  falling  lids  arise  ? 
He  looks,  nor  breathes,  nor  moves,  nor  sighs- 
Alas  !  has  Azrael  won  the  prize  ? 
He  sleeps, — O  God  !  he'll  wake  no  more, 
His  sun  is  set,  his  race  is  o'er  ! 
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OH,  who  has  not  seen  the  first  vision  of  Love!  — 

The  blush  of  the  rose-bud  just  bursting  in  bloom, 
The  sunbeam  of  Morning  cast  brightly  above 

The  East  like  an  Angel  that  wakes  from  the  tomb  ? 
Though  vision'd  in  beauty,  though  glory  adorn 

The  cheek  of  the  floweret,  the  glance  of  the  Day, 
Ah,  lo  !    they  must  mourn  when  that  Stranger  is 
born, 

And  droop  in  their  loveliness  weeping  away  ! 
But  touch'd — lo  !  that  image  it  melts  like  a  dream, 

As  the  rays  of  the  twilight  just  sinking  to  sleep — 
It  melts ! — and  the  midnight  is  dark  on  the  stream, 

And  the  star-glow  of  Mem'ry  how  pale  on  the 

deep  ! 
Go,  weep,  lovely  maiden,  all  sadly  and  lone, 

Thy  loved  one  is  sleeping  the  sleep  of  the  brave — 
How  lowly  his  pillow,  how  nameless  his  stone — 

How  dark  is  the  cypress  that  blooms  on  the  grave  ! 
Away,  O  thou  maid  of  the  desolate  heart ! 

Fly,  fly  from  the  banquet,  the  song  and  the  glee, 
Beneath  yonder  cedar  go  weep  thee  apart, 

Love  mourns  with  the  Peri  who  weep  them  with 
thee  ! 
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O  thy  fondness  ! — how  tender,  like  Angels'  above. 
On  thy  cheek — how  the  blushes  once  mantled 

them  o'er, 
When    he    spoke  !     And    thy    glances — how    deep 

were  their  love, 
And  as  pure  as  the  moonlight  that  sleeps  on  the 

shore  ! 

• 

'Tis  night — and  Beiram's  day  is  done 
And  Beiram's  feast  of  joy  begun. 
High  shine  the  lamps  on  Mosque  and  tower, 
In  Castle  hall  and  Harem  bower  : 
The  Crescent  glitters  in  the  beam  ; 
The  olive  darkens  o'er  the  stream, 
And  far  and  near  and  sharply  break 
The  flashes  of  the  gay  tophaike. 
The  Muzzin  from  the  gallery  tall, 
Well  lighted,  chaunts  his  joyous  call ; 
And  from  the  gardens,  loudly  sweet, 
Is  heard  the  answering  Ziraleet. 
To-night,  how  dark  upon  the  deep 
The  lovely  shades  of  Evening  sleep  ; 
To-night — no  ripple  on  the  seas, 
No  movement  in  the  olive  trees. 
From  far  the  fishers'  light  caique 
Bears  homeward  steering  for  the  creek, 
Till  o'er  the  olive  wood  high  set, 
He  hails  Zamara's  minaret ; 
And  gaily  singing  at  the  oar 
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Pulls  homeward  to  the  festive  shore. 
Yes,  o'er  the  land  where  sheik  and  kan 
But  late  had  pray'd  at  Ramazan  ; 
Where  the  gay  girls  their  limbs  had  laid 
Within  each  tower's  delightful  shade, 
To  dream  of  other  joys  that  come, 
When  on  the  hill  the  beat  of  drum 
Shall  tell  the  Sun-God's  fire  is  done, 
And  night  and  festival  begun. 
There  waked  from  bower,  kiosk  and  sea 
The  sound  of  merriment  and  glee, 
That  spoke  in  lamp  and  flash  and  peal 
The  Moslem's  joy,  the  Moslem's  zeal. 

Such  were  the  signs  and  sounds  that  drew 
The  lonely  Watchers'  gaze  anew ; 
And  lit  their  swarthy  features  o'er 

With  many  a  wand'ring  beam  of  light, 
Which  flash'd  along  that  lovely  shore 

Like  Peri  of  the  Eastern  night. 
They  stood  to  guard  the  Harem  gate, 
Silent  as  Death,  as  dark  as  Hate, 
With  turban  roll'd,  and  vest  of  snow 
That  reach'd  the  ebon  knee  below  : 
Girt  at  the  waist  with  sash  of  red 
Which  o'er  the  vest  its  lustre  shed, 
And  held  within  its  crimson  band, 
Thrust  through,  a  gemm'd  and  trenchant  brand, 
As  statues  standing  dark  and  still, 
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Guard  the  eternal  Gate  of  111, 
Their  sable  features  brighten'd  o'er 
With  suns  that  light  the  distant  shore 
Of  Paradise,  and  catch  the  beams 
Reflected  from  its  thousand  streams, 
So  did  the  Moors,  still  leaning  there 
Upon  their  lances  watch  how  fair 
The  lamp,  the  flash,  the  lighted  hall, 
The  gallery  high,  the  battled  wall, 
The  blazing  fires  that  tip  the  spar, 

Shine  bluely  on  Zamara's  bay, 
And  show  the  polish'd  deck  afar. 

How  ghostly  !    till  they  sink  away. 
All  these  they  saw — but  o'er  their  head 
Was  lighted  wall  or  gallery  spread  ? 
No  !    black  as  midnight's  giant  shade, 
That  'neath  the  mountain's  brow  hath  laid 
Its  form  to  awe  the  pilgrim  lost, 
The  lonely  fisher  tempest  tost, 
With  fear  of  Ghouls  or  Siltim  dread, 
Or  Nakir — searcher  of  the  dead, 
Or  rocks  which  lie  conceal'd  within 
The  Creek  his  boat  would  entrance  win, 
The  turret  latticed,  battled  o'er, 
Rose  high  above  the  Harem  door ; 
And  nestling  like  a  shapely  bride, 
Close  by  the  gilded  lattice  wide, 
The  cypress  hid  its  seaward  side. 
And  here  within  this  latticed  tower, 
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They  say  a  deed  of  blood  was  done  ; 
And  Omar's  Harem  lost  a  flower — 
Yes,  lost — oh,  where  beneath  the  sun 
Shall  Pasha  find  so  fair  a  one  ! 
So  much  beloved,  as  she  who  strayed 
Within  these  bowers — Circassia's  Maid  ! 

"  Osman  !  "  the  nearmost  Moor  exclaimed, 
"  See  !    yonder  Minaret  had  shamed 
The  Sun-God  had  his  march  of  light 
Not  fallen  beneath  the  cloud  of  night. 
But  why  to  earth  thy  gaze  is  bent, 
And  not  to  yonder  firmament  ? 
Dost  think  the  Lybian  hills  arise 
To  bless  thee  with  the  glad  surprise  ? 
Dost  see  the  desert  sands  again, 
And  feel  thy  courser's  tugging  rein  ? 
Thy  mother's  smile,  and  sister's  glee  ? 
Thy  village  home  of  infancy  ?  " 
"  I  ponder  not,  O  Hamal !    now, 

Of  what  I  was,  but  what  I  am, 
Since  I,  a  slave,  am  forced  to  bow 

To  Rajah  as  to  Caimacam. 
A  slave — O  Allah  !    worse  than  slave  ! — 
There  is  no  freedom  but  the  grave 
For  all  our  ills — alas  !    for  me 
No  mourner  but  the  cypress  tree — 
But  that  is  little  ;    when  the  chain 
Is  snapp'd  to  ne'er  unite  again, 
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And  bound  from  star  to  star  I  sing 
Upborne  upon  mine  angel  wing. 


"  Oh  !    I  have  praised  the  aged  Priest, 
Who  came  when  I  to  hunt  and  feast, 
In  mine  own  land  long,  long  ago 
Gave  order  to  my  lieges  so, 
The  sun  should  see  them  mounted  all 
With  drum  and  hunter's  bugle  call 
To  speed  us  from  our  kingly  hall. 
Yes ! — even  now,  though  years  away 
Have  pass'd,  I  see  his  locks  of  gray, 
His  broad,  high  brow,  his  deep-set  eye, 
Calm,  peaceful,  sad  with  prophecy. 
He  stood  before  me,  bless'd  me  there  : 

He  taught  me  all  the  good  I  know  ; 
To  trust  in  God ;    to  bow  in  prayer  ; 

To  live  in  peace  and  meekness  low. 
He  bless'd  me,  yes — and  went  his  way  : 
I  watch'd  him  by  the  fading  ray 
Of  the  red  sun  far  o'er  the  sand — 
He  stay'd — he  turn'd  and  waved  his  hand — 
I  thought  he  pray'd — for  mine,  for  me  ; 
I  sprang  to  earth,  I  bent  the  knee — 
But  o'er  the  trance,  I  look'd  again  ; 
I  saw  not  on  the  desert  plain — 
Lo  !    o'er  it  all  had  darkness  crept, 
And  I  alone — I  turn'd  and  wept. 
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"  He  went,  and  from  that  hour  to  this, 

Mine  eyes  have  never  caught  the  bliss 

Upon  his  brow  serenely  set, 

Like  monarch's  priceless  coronet. 

Not  in  the  flesh,  I  would  have  said, 

For  oft  upon  my  sleeping  head, 

I  feel  the  hand  which  bless'd  me  then, 

Descend  as  lightly  as  a  dream, 

And  in  the  spirit  bless  again. 

And  twice  I've  seen  the  sainted  beam, 

That  play'd  upon  his  aged  face 

In  years  long  gone,  when  in  the  place 

Of  deserts,  in  the  Lybian  waste, 

He  heard  me  vow  with  godly  haste, 

To  keep  the  covenants  of  God, 

And  propagate  his  love  abroad. 

"  Yes,  oft !— The  first  shall  I  forget ! 

It  was  when  camp'd,  around  me  lay 
My  kingdom's  pride,  with  banners  set 

Deep  in  the  earth  they'd  won  that  day. 
The  moon  had  fallen  low  down  the  steep 
Of  Afric's  mountains  o'er  the  deep  ; 
And  naught  upon  the  desert  sands 

Fell  brightly  but  the  countless  stars, 
Save  where  Canopus  bright  commands 

In  beams  like  glitt'ring  scimitars, 
A  tribute  from  the  shady  well, 
A  prayer  from  kneeling  Infidel. 
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I  saw,  and  noted  all  was  calm, 
From  where  my  tent  beneath  the  palm, 
Shaded  from  moon  and  star,  but  felt 
The  sultry  breeze,  that  passing  dwelt 
A  moment  on  its  feathery  crest, 
And  then  upon  the  desert's  breast 
Floated  away,  and  moved  not  there 
The  lightest  dust  that  sparkled  fair  ; 
So  gentle  pass'd  the  desert  air. 

"  I  slept — No  sound,  however  light, 
Disturbs  the  silence  of  the  night. 
The  lion  shuns  the  tented  camp  : 
The  tired  chargers  neigh  nor  stamp  : 
The  earth  has  peace,  the  desert  calm, 
And  I  have  dreams  beneath  the  palm. 

"He  came — as  I  had  seen  before, 
The  garb,  the  gaze,  the  smile  as  yore. 
The  gaze — what  said  I  ? — 'twas  the  same  ! 
Yes — no  !    it  had  a  brighter  flame, 
If  that  were  possible  to  one 
Whose  look  was  like  a  living  sun — 
A  sun  just  bursting  into  power, 
With  years  uncounted  for  its  dower. 
But  yet,  though  lighted  with  a  fire 
That  quenchless  born,  can  ne'er  expire, 
The  look  was  blent  with  sadness  chill ; 
And  lent  that  elemental  flame 
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A  touch  of  human  suff'ring  still — 

And  yet  it  seemed  not  all  the  same 
As  that  which  stings  the  heart  below  ; 

But  hallow'd,  till  the  Angels  name 
Through  all  the  wonderments  that  glow 

Within  the  Vestibules  of  Heaven, 
That  Pity's  Self  is  heavenly  woe. 

And  only  unto  angels  given. 
He  smiled  a  sadly,  holy  smile, 
Which  oft  my  waking  hours  beguile  : 
He  bless'd  me  as  I  slumb'ring  lay  ; 
And  as  he  did  so  pass'd  away  : 
No  word  he  spoke — the  earthly  ear 
The  Spirit's  language  may  not  hear. 

"  I  rose — The  morn  was  in  the  sky  : 
The  bugle  call  was  shrill  and  high  : 
My  warriors  ranged  in  martial  state, 
With  hearts  on  fire  and  hopes  elate, 
Impatient  view'd  the  coming  foe 
Upon  the  desert  winding  slow, 
With  flutt'ring  flag  and  glancing  spear 
And  scatter'd  squadrons  wheeling  near. 
They  came — the  fight  was  fierce  and  fell- 
I  yet  can  hear  the  battle  yell ; 
The  beating  drums,  the  bugle  peal, 
The  crushing  charge,  the  crash  of  steel  : 
And,  awful  vision  !    still  can  see 
My  shatter'd  squadrons  wildly  flee  ; 
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The  Moslem  horsemen  round  me  wheel, 

My  comrade's  death,  the  Moslem's  steel ; 

And  then  'twas  dark — But  wherefore  more- 

A  slave  to  guard  the  Harem  door! 

My  heart  can  feel — I  know  it  still — 

O  Hamal !    therefore  am  I  chill, 

And  senseless  to  these  sounds  of  glee — 

They  are  the  pleasures  of  the  free, 

But  what  are  these  and  they  to  me  ! 

"  And,  yet,  this  is  not  all  I  feel, 
This  hatred  of  the  Moslem  zeal, 
These  pangs  that  mem'ry  all  in  vain, 
Darts  to  my  tortured  heart  again. 
The  night  before  the  awful  day 
When  Azur's  soul  was  snatch'd  away, 
The  Vision  came,  as  once  before 
When  kingly  crown  and  sword  I  wore — 
Again  that  hand  had  press'd  my  head  ; 
Again  the  Prophet  from  the  dead  ; 
And  ere  Tambourgi's  beat  of  drum 
Had  told  the  sunset  hour  had  come, 
The  lovely  Zora's  spirit  high 
Was  soaring  through  the  evening  sky, 
Soft  nestled  on  the  Angel's  breast 
Who  bore  it  to  its  heavenly  Rest. 

"  Thou  would'st  know  how  fair  a  thing 
As  Zora  sought  the  silent  grave  ! 
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What  awful  woe,  what  poison'd  sting 

Blasted  the  life  that  Allah  gave  ! 
'Twas  love — To  thee  an  empty  name, 
But  cast  in  Heaven's  immortal  flame  ! 
More  bright  its  ray  than  ever  flash'd 
At  night  from  Egypt's  lovely  star  ; 
And  purer  than  the  foam  that's  dash'd 

Upon  the  ice-bound  isles  afar. 
Yes  !    the  dear  passion  of  a  heart 
Which  could  from  life,  not  love  depart, 
Nerved  her  frail  arm  for  such  a  deed, 
That,  told,  must  bid  each  listener  bleed 
With  inward  sorrow  at  the  tale 
Of  her  who  sleeps  within  the  vale  ; 
Near  by  the  sea's  melodious  shore, 
Which  sighs  and  sobs  for  ever  more, 
Below  the  cypress  and  the  tomb, 
Now  half  in  light,  now  half  in  gloom, 
Like  Mercy  blending  love  with  doom. 

"  'Twas  in  this  turret  chamber  high, 
I  saw  her  bleed,  I  saw  her  die  : 
And  since  that  hour  the  divan  there 
Has  caught  no  lute's  melodious  air, 
Nor  light  hath  stray'd  its  cushions  o'er, 
And  play'd  upon  its  marble  floor. 
No,  since  that  night — that  night  of  woe  ! 
When  Omar's  voice  forbade  the  blow — 
How  useless,  Love  had  vow'd  it  so  ! 
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She  scorn'd  his  rage,  his  grief,  his  tears  ; 
She  had  no  hope  ;    she  laugh'd  at  fears — 
Love's  Voice  she  heard  far,  far  away, 
Beyond  the  wood,  beyond  the  bay — 
'Twixt  Heaven  and  Earth,  so  sweet  with  all, 
She  said  'twas  Peri's  tender  call ; 
And  whisp'ring  thus  like  stricken  flower 
She  died,  in  Omar's  turret  bower. 

"  Why  did  she  this  ?     'Twere  easy  told  ; 
Ere  Zora  left  her  father's  hold, 
Amid  the  mountains  that  look  down 
With  riven  peak  and  massive  frown 
Upon  the  Caspian's  lucid  wave, 
Which  laps  those  strongholds  of  the  brave — 
Oh,  clime  from  where  the  vision  roves 
O'er  seas,  o'er  plains  ! — what  flowers,  what  groves  ! 
What  emerald  vales,  what  hills  of  snow, 
What  azure  lakes  that  sleep  below  ! 
From  Stamboul's  wall  to  Sarmarcand 
What  wide  expanse  thy  peaks  command! — 
Ere  Zora  left  her  mountain  bowers, 
Where  wild  as  bird  among  the  flowers, 
And  far  more  beautiful  at  will, 
She  roved  by  fountain,  bank  and  rill, 
Explored  the  forest,  climb'd  the  hill. 
Untamed  as  mountain  panther  there, 
As  wild  gazelle  so  fond  and  fair, 
She  loved,  and  was  beloved  in  turn — 
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For  who  that  saw  such  beauty  burn 
On  cheek  and  brow,  from  eye  of  blue 
Could  gaze  and  gazing  bid  adieu, 
And  never  think  upon  it  more  ? 
Ah  !    no,  they  looked  but  to  adore — 
They  look'd — But  only  one  found  grace  : 
Equal  his  rank,  the  same  his  race — 
A  Chief,  young,  ardent,  such  was  he 
Who  bent  to  Zora  low  the  knee ; 
And  swore  upon  the  text  engraved 

Upon  his  stainless  scimitar, 
By  the  white  hills,  the  seas  that  laved, 

The  planets  and  the  evening  star, 
Never  to  swerve  from  love  and  truth 
While  arm  had  power  and  heart  had  youth. 

The  morn  arose — but  he  was  gone — 

She  watch'd  from  off  the  mountain  head, 
How  bright  the  rearmost  squadrons  shone 

That  her  beloved  chieftain  led. 
He  went — his  heart  with  hope  how  high  ; 

One  battle  fought — one  victory  won  ; 
Then  flush'd  with  triumph  back  would  fly 

To  his  own  fair  beloved  one. 
Alas ! — he  fell — The  charging  horse 
Swept  o'er  their  Chieftain's  welt 'ring  corse  ; 
How  fierce — how  furious  back  they  bore 
The  Paynim  riders  from  the  shore ; 
With  broken  front  and  shatter'd  van 
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They  fled  the  conqu'ring  Mussulman — 
But  fled  in  vain — the  Danube's  tide 
Yet  further  quell'd  the  Christians'  pride  : 
Wild  struggling  in  its  sluggish  wave 
Alike  sank  lordling,  priest  and  slave, 
The  cowardly  wretch,  the  battling  brave. 

"  Such  was  the  news  his  comrades  bore 
To  Zora  when  the  war  was  o'er  : 
She  mourn'd — How  faint  a  word  to  tell 
The  woe  nor  time  nor  change  may  quell, 
Despair,  dark-brow'd — the  Lord  of  Hell, 
May  picture  with  his  brush  of  fire, 
What  awful  scenes — what  suff'rings  dire  ! 
That  lurid  glow,  and  then  expire 
In  blackness,  as  the  fiery  dart 
Strays  o'er  the  canvas  of  the  heart  : 
And,  Zora  ! — such  was  thine — the  grief 
Which  sought  not,  hoped  not  for  relief. 
The  glen — the  desert — and  the  wood 
Alone  might  see  her  frenzied  mood  ; 
She  fled  to  these — far,  far  away 
From  where  her  native  hamlet  lay ; 
And  wander'd  wild — her  mind  unstrung ; 
Her  yasmack  far  behind  her  flung ; 
Nor  word  she  spoke,  nor  prayer  she  said — 
She  laid  her  with  the  Moslem  dead  ; 
And  ever  to  her  mind  the  red—- 
The crimson  field  of  strife  arose; 
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And  she  would  startle  from  repose, 

And  shriek  as  those  who  die  ; 
And  then  beneath  the  midnight  cloud 
Which  broke  in  flash  and  thunder  loud, 

From  that  dark  spot  she'd  fly. 

"  But  Time  that  changes  — Time  that  dims 
The  flash  of  joy,  the  pang  of  Woe, 

Though  bright  the  rosy  goblet  swims, 

Though  deep  the  thrust,  and  sharp  the  blow 

At  last  to  Zora  brought  relief  ; 

And  calm'd  her  anguish,  soothed  her  grief, 

But  she  was  languid — o'er  her  soul 

Would  Retrospection's  tempest  roll 

At  times,  and  waken  into  strife 

The  Mem'ries  of  her  faded  life — 

What  matters  on  these  thoughts  to  stay  ? 

I've  felt  the  like  for  many  a  day, 

Wrapt  in  the  breast  where  none  have  seen, 

And  few  have  thought  such  could  have  been. 

"  A  bride  to  Omar's  Bower  she  came ; 
Of  all  the  envy — his  the  fame — 
A  tender  flower  that  blossom'd  there, 
So  lovely,  coldly,  chastely  fair, 
With  dark  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair  : 
She  won  his  love,  as  naught  have  done 
Before — or  since — '  His  lovely  one  ' — 
Such  did  he  call  her,  and  the  drum 
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Had  oft  announced  the  Zenith  come, 
Ere  from  the  gates  of  his  Seray, 
He  issued  on  his  fiery  bay 
To  watch  the  Delis  charge  the  ring ; 
With  lance  in  hand,  the  jerrid  fling ; 
The  Mameluke's  flashing  sabre  bare  ; 
The  folded  turban  cloven  fair ; 
The  arrow  whizzing  on  its  flight ; 
And  join  himself  the  ring  of  fight, 
Equipp'd  and  horsed  for  tourney  light. 

"  But,  lo  ! — a  change  :    the  smile  of  yore 
Not  now  her  lovely  features  bore  : 
And  oft,  when  midnight  on  the  stream 
Dark  brooded,  and  the  silver  beam 
Of  the  new  moon  still  slept  behind 
The  olive  wood,  like  mortal  mind 
Behind  the  rayless  gloom  perchance 
Of  woeful,  soulless  Ignorance — 
Yes ! — often  at  this  silent  hour, 
Pve  seen  sweet  Zora  leave  her  bower, 
Alone — but  not  to  watch  and  weep, 
And  brood  on  mem'ries  by  the  deep. 
Ah  !    no — I  follow'd — view'd  her  steal 

Towards  the  loveliest  garden  seat ; 
And  saw  two  youthful  lovers  seal 

With  tenderest  kisses — oh  how  sweet ! — 
They  made  me  dream  of  my  own  youth, 
When  love  to  me  was  living  truth — 
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When  to  her  heart  Affection  prest, 
And  I  was  free — and  loved — and  blest  ! 
Yes,  seal'd — How  oft  I  mark'd  the  twain  ! 
Who  parted — smiled — and  kiss'd  again. 
I  ponder'd,  as  I  backward  stole 
To  mine  own  chamber  by  the  roll 
Of  the  long  waves  on  Woman's  soul — 
Her  boundless  love  that  scorn'd  control — 
How  false  at  times  let  those  declare, 
Who  loved  the  perjured  though  the  fair  ! 
But  ne'er  was  Zora  such  as  this  : 

Steadfast  as  her  own  mountain  land, 
She  loved  but  once — and  that  was  bliss — 

She  gave  not  twice  her  virgin  hand. 
To  Omar's  Harem  bower  she  came, 

His  lovely — and  beloved  bride — 
A  bride — but  only  such  in  name  ; 

Her  heart  was  by  the  Danube's  side. 
And  now,  in  that  young  warrior  drest 
In  wild  Circassia's  broider'd  vest, 
I  knew  the  Chieftain  who  had  bled, 
That  day  the  Christian  horsemen  fled, 
And  left  their  best  and  bravest  dead 

By  Danube's  rolling  wave. 
I  sought  not  Omar's  next  Divan 
To  tell  that  haughty  Mussulman, 
Fair  Zora  watched  her  chance  to  flee — 
A  king  in  soul  I  still  would  be, 

Though  outwardly  a  slave. 
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But  others  told  Zamara's  Chief  : 
And  I  beheld  the  Maiden's  grief, 

When  her  young  lover  slain, 
Dark  Omar,  in  this  latticed  tower, 
Enclosed  his  Harem's  lovely  flower 

To  languish,  weep  in  vain. 

"  'Twas  I  who  kept  the  studded  door 
And  heard  her  pace  the  marble  floor — 
How  oft ! — and  when  the  Pasha  came 
To  sooth  her,  lo  !    she  cursed  his  name  ; 
Or  sat  with  wild  dishevell'd  hair  ; 
Nor  heard,  but  wept  in  wild  despair. 
But  once  he  came — the  banquet  o'er — 
Her  face  what  sadd'ning  smile  it  wore  ! 
I  marvell'd  at  the  beauty  set 
So  chased — so  burden'd  with  regret, 
Like  planet  ere  its  rays  be  set 
It  melts  in  Night's  young  coronet. 
Dark  Omar  stood — but  stood  not  long — 
His  love  was  deep — the  spell  was  strong — 
One  step — he  reach'd  his  Zora's  side  ; 
And  clasped  and  kiss'd  his  truant  bride. 
But  flushing  like  a  crimson  rose, 
Just  bursting  from  her  night's  repose, 
When  the  first  beams  of  morn  awake 
To  glimmer  o'er  the  nearmost  break, 
Sweet  Zora  fled  his  loved  embrace  ; 
And  dash'd  her  through  the  curtain'd  space 
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But  soon  return'd — How  pale  her  brow  ! — 
No  rosy  blush  was  mantling  now. 
Coldly — and  calm — serene — sedate — 

White  as  the  broider'd  robe  she  wore, 
She  moved  the  very  Queen  of  Fate 

Along  the  chamber's  marble  floor  ; 

And  stayed  not  till  she  stood  before 
Black  Omar,  lost  in  cold  amaze, 
And  caught  the  question  of  his  gaze — 
That  moment  !    then  her  lips  apart 
Spoke  wild  the  language  of  her  heart ; 
And  every  word — a  fiery  dart, 
Pierced  deep — and  deeper  to  the  soul 
Of  him  who  heard,  as  thunders  roll 
Long,  low  and  muffled  on  the  shore 
Which  shakes  and  trembles  at  the  roar, 
And  waits  in  paralysed  dismay 
The  lightning's  forked  and  lurid  ray. 
Thus  powerless  to  avert  or  save, 
The  Pasha  stood,  a  shiv'ring  slave, 
O'erawed — bowed  down  beneath  the  spell 

Of  anguish — passion  blent  in  one — 
Despairful  torrent  !    naught  could  quell 

Thy  volume  till  its  source  was  done. 
O  fateful  hour  ! — O  passion  vain  ! — 
Angel  of  Death  ! — That  purple  stain  ! — 
Her  ivory  arm,  her  hand  of  snow 
Nor  faint  nor  fearful  struck  the  blow — 
Her  bosom  heaves — but  heaves  how  slow — 

285 


LEYLI 

Her  fingers  quiver,  blade  of  guilt  ! 
Nerveless  around  thy  priceless  hilt ; 
And  from  those  eyes  of  darkest  blue, 
Upon  her  cheek,  the  drops  of  dew 
Fall  trembling,  ere  their  depths  are  hid 
By  the  black  lash  and  snowy  lid. 

"  What  heeds  she  now  the  Chieftain's  rage  ; — 

His  love,  his  pleadings,  or  his  woe — 
Her  lover's  doom — her  turret  cage, 

The  grief  that  gave  the  mortal  blow  ! 
All — all  have  faded  as  the  night 
Before  the  Day-God's  beam  of  light. 
What  use,  proud,  ruthless — haughty  chief, 

To  pluck  the  dagger  from  her  breast  ! 
Go,  weep  in  unavailing  grief, 

And  call  to  Allah — Heaven  for  rest  ! 
She,  the  beloved — thy  Harem's  pride, 
Thy  fondly  cherished,  lovely  bride 
Sleeps  coldly,  restfully  and  still, 
Untouched  by  woe — nor  harm'd  by  ill, 
Where  the  white  moonbeam  lights  the  gloom 
The  cypress  flings  upon  her  tomb  ; 
And  the  blown  roses'  sweet  perfume — 
How  fragrant ! — mingling  on  the  air, 
With  every  wind  is  wafted  there. 
"  But  thou  dark-brow'd  ! — what  beam  shall  wake 

Of  Peace  within  thy  breast,  where  dashes 
The  billow'd  surge  of  Woe  to  break 
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In  countless  pangs,  while  Memory  flashes 
O'er  the  wild  scene  her  pallid  ray  ? 
Regret — Despair — Remorse — Dismay — 
How  phantom-like  their  dark  array  ! 
Step  forth  and  claim  the  crouching  slave  ; 
And  laugh — and  point  them  to  the  grave, 
The  star  that  lights,  the  wave  that  dashes — 
Ah  !    yes,  thy  love  is  dust  and  ashes  ! 

"  And  she  is  gone — but  he  remains ; 
And  I,  O  Hamal !   still  in  chains 
Work  out  what  Providence  ordains — 
But  wherefore  more — You  know  the  rest ; 
How  Zora's  child  dark  Omar  blest ; 
And  soothed  him  in  his  bloodiest  hour ; 

And  laid  the  flame  of  Passion  low, 
When  priest  nor  loveliest  maid  had  power 

Or  spell  to  quench  its  lurid  glow. 
She  grew  in  beauty,  fond  and  fair, 

Within  the  Harem's  secret  bower  : 
No  bud  unfolding  sweetly  there, 

Within  its  bosom  held  a  dower 
So  rich  in  all  things  born  to  bless — 
So  fashion'd  unto  loveliness ! — 
So  pure  each  thought  which  stamp'd  its  line 

At  random  on  her  matchless  face — 

So  chastely  pure  each  maiden  grace  ! 
That  even  Love,  itself  divine, 
Might  blush  and  wish  that  beauty  less. 
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I  loved  her — but  my  words  are  vain 
To  teach  thee  how  Affection's  chain 

May  rivet  soul  to  soul — 
What  boundless  deeps  that  sea  contains  ! — 
A  war-horse  wounded,  burst  his  reins, 

May  listen  to  control, 
But  never  can  the  human  heart 
From  what  it  loves  the  most  depart — 
No  !    not  till  Azrael's  fated  dart 
Hath  wing'd  its  flight,  and  heaves  no  more 
That  bosom  splash'd  with  crimson  o'er  ! 


"  And  so  to  me  was  Zora's  child  : 
And  oft  she  prattled — oft  she  smiled  : 
Each  childish  accent's  silver  note, 

Would,  as  it  rose,  some  hidden  string 
Touch,  and  from  out  the  years  would  float 

The  things  that  died,  but  yet  can  spring 
To  light — to  life  from  where  they  are — 
A  spark  of  flame — a  burning  star, 
High  set  in  Ruin's  arch  of  gloom, 
Pale  as  a  spirit  in  the  tomb, 
Who  views — as  every  spirit  must — 
Its  rotting  clay,  and  crumbling  dust. 
Yes,  loved  her  ! — for  she  was  to  me 
From  the  first  hour  of  infancy, 
A  gift,  God-sent,  to  light  my  soul 

So  long  in  deepest  darkness  laid  ; 
288 


LEYLI 

Within  whose  veil  the  long,  long  roll, 

Far  echoing,  of  the  waves  that  made 
Within  my  breast  a  symphony 

Of  everlasting  loneliness, 
Arose — and  from  the  midnight  sea — 

The  Ocean  Cradle  of  Distress — 
How  phantom  were  the  melting  forms — 
The  long-dead  Spirits  of  the  storms, 
That  wreathed  them  from  each  leaping  wave 

With  many  a  white  symar  ! 
Hope  sank  within  that  rayless  Grave, 

And  Sorrow's  melancholy  star 
Alone  might  flicker  through  the  gloom, 
And  point  with  many  a  pallid  bar 
O'er  the  dark  wave — through  Night  afar 
To  tender  Hope's  unfathom'd  tomb. 

"  Oft  have  I  stolen  at  evening  tide 
To  watch  sweet  Leyli  play  beside — 
How  innocent — how  frailly  fair  ! — 
The  billows  gently  rippling  there. 
See  ! — even  now  I  see  the  flash 
As  moonbeams  play  and  waters  dash — 
Lo  !    where  the  Gardens  edging  down 
Meet  ocean's  wave  with  darkling  frown  ; 
And  high  o'er  all  the  cypress  tree — 
The  loved  spot  of  her  infancy. 

"  She  grew — and  Childhood's  early  hours 
Left  dying  on  the  wither'd  flowers — 
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Deep  buried  where  those  flowerets  lay 
What  though  each  scene  has  pass'd  away  ! 
They  sleep — but  never  can  decay  ! 
Within  the  mind  they  linger  still. 
The  Music  of  the  Mountain  rill 
Dies  in  the  distance  on  the  hill — 
But  dies  to  live  immortal  still. 
And  every  word,  and  every  thought 
Expression  gave  or  spirit  taught, 
Stamp'd  on  the  soul,  shall  lock'd  remain 
Till  Judgment  burst  the  bolted  chain. 
Man,  like  the  world  has  that  within 
Which  marks — and  measures  every  sin  ; 
And  every  action,  every  word 
He  does,  or  utters,  finds  record. 

"  Oh,  Hamal !    thou  hast  seen  the  rose 
Trembling  in  dews  its  veil  unclose  ; 
And  thou  hast  seen  the  lily  fair 
The  crystal  streams  of  Hadyar  bear ; 
And  high  Olympus  towering  throw 
'Twixt  night  and  day  its  wreaths  of  snow, 
White  gleaming  o'er  the  emerald  vales — 
Nor  wrapt  in  mists,  nor  rent  by  gales ; 
But  calm,  serene,  and  purely  fair, 
Its  foot  on  earth,  its  crest  in  air, 
White  as  the  crowns  the  Angels  wear — 
These  hast  thou  seen — and  more  than  these 
Of  beauty  for  the  world  is  wide — 
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The  grace  of  form,  the  tints  that  please, 
More  bright  than  Iran's  summer  leas, 

More  deep  than  Ocean's  tide. 
But  never  has  thine  eye  had  place, 
One  instant,  on  so  fair  a  face 
As  Leyli's — whose  enchanting  grace, 
An  angel  cast  from  Paradise 
Might  to  that  Judgment  reconcile  ; 
And  wrapt  in  pleasure  and  surprise, 
Forget  his  folly  and  distress 
In  gazing  on  her  loveliness. 
So  chastely  pure,  so  purely  sweet 
Her  glances,  like  the  streams  that  meet 
Round  Allah's  Throne,  reflect  as  these, 
The  majesty  and  beauty  set 
High  throned  above  those  shimm'ring  seas. 
Calm  and  serene — without  regret, 
Or  fear  or  ill — her  angel  look 
Forth  from  her  soul  its  magic  took. 
Her  Voice — how  sweet ! — 'Twas  like  the  breeze 
Of  Heaven  which  rustles  through  the  trees, 
And  strikes  ten  thousand  harps  in  praise 
Of  Allah  till  the  breeze  decays ; 
Then  sinks — and  lo  !    the  farther  shore 
Wakes  to  the  sacred  strains  no  more  ; 
Till — hark  !    upon  the  verge  of  Night, 

Where  like  a  star  yon  Seraph  stands, 
His  raiment  glitt'ring  in  the  light 

That  issues  from  the  angel  bands, 
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Swells  the  high  anthem  of  the  skies 
In  praise  to  that  Eternal  One, 

Through  whom  to  Life  and  Paradise 
Another  soul  hath  entrance  won. 

"  But  wherefore  more — that  voice  is  dead  : 
Its  melting  tones  of  sweetness  fled  ; 
Those  glances,  as  from  Gods  above, 
Fill'd  with  the  burning  lights  of  love, 
Are  quench'd  in  tears — Despairful  Grief 
Enthroned  within  shall  find  relief — 
No — never  while  there's  stars  in  heaven  !— 
Can  Death  return  what  it  has  riven  ? — 
Are  unrepented  sins  forgiven  ? — 

No  ! — and  where  secret  in  the  heart, 
Enshrined  there  glows  one  spark  of  flame, 

Caught  from  the  fires  of  Love — a  part 
Of  Life  itself — from  Heaven  it  came — 
How  brightly  shines  the  liquid  glance  ! 
How  gay  the  voice  that  hails  the  dance  ! 
How  sweet  the  smile,  but  half  confest, 
The  blushing  cheek,  the  heaving  breast  ! 
But  should  the  winds  of  Death  arise, 
And  snatch  the  loved  one  from  her  eyes, 
How  changed — the  fire,  so  bright  before, 
Now  glows  with  purer,  deadlier  power — 
She  weeps — but  weeps  in  vain — 'tis  o'er — 
The  starlight  trembles  in  the  bower, 
Upon  her  lips  a  wither'd  flower — 
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And  solemn  tolls  the  midnight  hour. 

How  still — how  peaceful — how  serene 

The  sleeping  brow  where  Grief  hath  been ! — 

Death  ! — restful  Death  ! — who  could  deplore 

Thy  dreamless  sleep  when  joy  is  o'er  ! 

And  such  is  love  :    it  burneth  still 

Inviolate  though  reason,  will 

Command    it     quench'd — but     quench'd,    oh 

never  ! 
Love  lighted  once  is  love  for  ever  ! 

"  Around  us  spread  the  lights  that  please 
The  Moslem  eye — but  what  are  these  : 
And  what  are  all  the  sounds  of  glee 
From  grove  and  turret,  stream  and  sea — 
What,  Hamal — what — to  thee  and  me  ? 
This  evening  when  the  crescent  moon 
Hung  pale  o'er  yonder  far  lagoon  ; 
And  veil'd  her  silver  crest  behind 
The  palm  trees  nodding  to  the  wind, 
Upon  the  point  where  gently  lave 
In  silver  lights  the  ocean  wave, 
There  came — but  wherefore  tell  thee  more  ? — 
A  galley  to  the  garden  shore. 
Its  flowing  sail,  and  every  oar — 
How  whitely  shone  ;    how  flashing  fell — 
Thy  wand'ring  glances  mark'd  it  well. 
I  saw  thee,  when  its  prow  might  reach 
Two  oars-lengths  of  the  garden  beach, 
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Behind  a  marble  fountain  scan, 
Conceal'd  with  sheathless  ataghan, 
The  turban'd  leader  of  the  band, 
As  bounding  far  he  leapt  to  land ; 

But  plunging  deep  behind  him  came, 
Through  the  cool  sea  with  clank  and  jar, 

Albania's  sons  of  martial  fame, 
And  many  an  active  Palikar. 
High  o'er  the  waves  the  sabres  flash'd, 
Around  their  feet  the  waters  dash'd, 
And  broken  ripples  laved  the  sand 
Till  every  Moslem  gain'd  the  land. 
Then,  Hamal ! — then,  I  saw  thee  stand — 

'Twixt  fear  and  hate,  how  fierce  the  war  ! 
Twice  the  keen  blade  thy  desperate  hand 

Waved  in  the  gloom  its  lightning  far — 
Flash'd  but  to  fall — to  rise  and  wave 
The  threaten'd  vengeance  of  the  slave. 
But  what  avail ! — No  Moslem  charm, 

Though  work'd  in  Egypt's  mystic  fires, 
Could  lend  one  moment  to  thine  arm 

The  skill — the  force  which  Hate  desires — 
The  quenchless  energy  that  tires, 
No,  not  till  every  foe  expires ! 
Allah  ! — 'twas  useless — fiend  or  man 
Pass'd  safe  the  bearded  Mussulman, 
Untouch'd  by  shot  or  ataghan  : 
Of  all,  the  most  accursed  Kan, 
Who  wear  around  their  calpac  rolled 
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The  high-born  Syud's  emerald  fold. 
But  Hamal ! — saw  not  as  he  came, 
With  step  of  pride,  and  flash  of  flame, 
The  form  a  tall  Chimariote  bore — 
How  white — how  drooping  from  the  shore  ! 
Bismillah  ! — what — thou  faiPdst  to  mark 

The  Harem's  fairest  flower  ! — 
Ah  !    then  within  thy  gaze  how  dark 

Had  hatred  burned  that  hour  ! 
'Twas  Leyli's  self — the  beautiful, 

The  gentle — the  beloved  ! 
My  tears  flow'd  o'er,  my  heart  was  full — 

The  child— the  child  I  loved ! 
Who  drew  from  out  my  breast  the  steel, 

And  laid  its  pangs  to  sleep  ; 
Who  made  me  feel  as  others  feel, 

And  weep  as  others  weep. 
Yes !    she  who  waked  my  heart  to  life  ; 
And  soothed  its  anguish,  calm'd  its  strife, 
Was  borne  by  yon  accursed  chief, 
Crush' d  by  the  winter  gust  of  Grief, 
A  drooping  form — a  riven  flower, 
To  this  the  Harem's  secret  bower  !  " 
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CANTO  IX 

• 

THE  moon  is  high,  the  midnight  chill ; 

No  breeze  disturbs  the  garden  rill ; 

The  dew  hangs  thick  on  the  casement  sill, 

And  all  save  the  sound  of  the  feast  is  still. 

There's  not  a  light  Caique  in  motion  ; 

There's  not  a  wave  upon  the  Ocean  : 

The  song  has  ceased  in  the  gay  kiosk ; 

The  lamps  are  dim  on  the  sacred  mosque  : 

The  Muzzin  has  left  his  gallery  tall, 

The  Almeh  grows  faint  in  the  Castle  hall, 

The  sound  of  the  tambour,  the  clash  of  the  Zel, 

Alone  to  the  ear  of  the  listener  may  tell, 

The  banquet  of  Omar  still  gaily  goes  on 

Though  all  the  bright  fires  of  the  evening  are  gone. 

Who  comes  ? — the  sound  of  hastening  feet — 
More  near — and  louder  as  they  meet 
The  causeway'd  stone  the  echo  rings  : 
With  sudden  start  the  Watcher  springs  ; 
Intent  to  guard  the  Harem  gate, 
Disturbs  the  slumber  of  his  mate  ; 
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And  listens — but  the  stranger  tread 

Is  still,  and  every  echo  fled. 

Who  comes  ? — beneath  the  cypress  tree, 

Dark  hanging  o'er  the  ruin'd  wall — 
But  half  conceal'd — whose  brow  I  see 

Black  as  the  folds  which  round  him  fall— 
A  Chieftain,  paused  a  moment  still, 
Surveys  the  beach — the  point — the  hill — 
The  dark  blue  wave — the  glitt'ring  tomb — 
The  cypress  weeping  in  the  gloom — 
The  silver  crescent  o'er  them  set 
Upon  the  Mosque's  tall  minaret. 
All  in  his  view  extended  lay — 
The  olive  wood,  the  sleeping  bay, 
The  sentry  on  the  battled  tower, 
The  glitt'ring  dome,  the  latticed  bower — 
He  sees — yet  marks  not — o'er  his  soul 
Deep,  deep  ten  thousand  mem'ries  roll. 


Yes — as  the  Queen  of  Midnight  far, 
Bursts  to  the  winds,  the  clouds  and  war 
Of  elements,  and  gloom  and  night 
Give  place  to  beauty,  stars  and  light ; 
So  did  the  darkness  veiling  o'er 
Life's  bygone  hours,  and  days,  and  shore, 
Break  wide  apart,  and  sink  and  merge 
In  Twilight — darkening  on  the  verge 
Of  farthest  Time — Alone  the  surge 
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Lights  up  the  scene  ;  till  dimly  far, 

Wakes  on  the  world  the  Evening  Star — 

The  Star  of  Mem'ry  o'er  the  deep, — 

The  battling  elements — the  sweep 

Of  ruin'd  hopes — lost  virtues — deeds 

Pregnant  of  ill — the  wreck  of  creeds — 

Blind  malice — hatred,  and  remorse — 

Perchance  repentance,  and  the  force 

Far  felt   of  jarring  doubts — the  sightless   stare — 

The  vacancy  of  mind  which  is  despair. 

So  swept  the  mingled  tide  along, 

Through  Selim's  mind  more  deep,  more  strong, 

More  vivid  and  more  dread  : 
What  terror  shook  his  palsied  frame  ! 
What  awe  inspired  him  as  the  flame 
More  brightly  through  the  twilight  came 

On  the  uncharnell'd  dead  ! 
But  soon  upon  a  milder  shore 

The  Star  of  Mem'ry  beamed, 
And  dimly,  sadly  lighted  o'er 

Each  spot  where  Pleasures  dream'd. 
Deep  wrapt  in  slumber — changed  to  stone, 
And  phantom  shaped — their  glory  gone, 
They  rise  amid  the  mists  of  Time, 
Roll'd  round  their  crags ;  and  huge  and  hoar, 
With  teardrops  frozen,  stamp'd  sublime — 
The  outward  image  of  deep  grief — 
Upon  their  sides,  unchanged  by  time, 
Eternity,  or  the  black  Chief 
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Of  deepest  Hell :  and  silent,  dead — 

Void  of  all  feeling — motionless, 
The  ashes  of  Creations  fled — 

But  shadows  in  the  wilderness. 
No  winds  are  high  ;  no  surges  roar, 
NQ  stars  may  light  that  phantom  shore. 
The  mists  unrent  by  moon  or  storm, 
More  deeply  brood,  more  darkly  form 
Amid  the  twilight  of  the  Tomb, 
And  vague — chill — formless  by  the  sea, 

The  demons  which  inhabit  Hell — 
Offspring  of  Evil — grim  as  he, 
Who  drew  them  downward  when  he  fell 
From  the  bright  courts  of  Heaven — arise  ; 
And  smile  to  mark  how  Paradise 
May  by  the  blast  of  Doom 
Be  changed  to  Hell ;  and  where  but  late 

Crowned  Seraphs  sat  on  thrones  of  state, 
And  Glory  blaz'd  on  tower  and  gate — 

Behold  all  dead— all  desolate  ! 

"Yes!"   cried   the   Chieftain— "  dead— all   dead, 
The  hopes  that  blossom'd  in  my  heart ! 

The  love  that  o'er  my  being  shed 

Such  bliss — it  seem'd  of  Heaven  a  part  ! — 

My  God  ! — and  must  this  too  depart  ? 

I  am  not  old — and  yet  my  brow 

Is  plough'd  with  many  a  wrinkled  line — 

Nor  studious  thought,  nor  rite,  nor  vow 
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Hath  made  me  what  I  am  but  now  ; 

'Twas  wrong — accursed  wrong — the  sign 

Is  stamp'd  upon  this  brow  of  mine. 

Not  there  alone — My  heart  the  same 

Imprinted  bears  the  accursed  name  ; 

And  Hatred — pale-eyed — wreathed  in  gloom — 

Haughty,  presaging,  chill  as  doom, 

Comes  forth — and  traces  out  the  shame 

And  suffrings  lined  in  living  flame  : 

Calls  Hell  to  witness — Thrones  and  Powers  ! 

Of  anguish'd  days,  and  tortured  hours ; 

And  laughs  and  goads,  torments,  impels 

By  secret  charms  and  potent  spells, 

Till  Madness,  seizing  on  the  mind, 

Blots  out  the  weary  waste  behind. 


Eternal  God  ! — how  often,  too, 

I've  stood  and  watch'd  the  madness  creeping 
O'er  my  wrack'd  mind,  as  one  may  view 

Landward  at  eve  the  sea-fog  sweeping  ; 
And  all  was  blotted  out  save  one — 

One  meek  and  pale-eyed  planet  set, 
Midway  in  heaven,  whose  calmness  won 
Through  rolling  mist  and  rising  gale, 
And  clouds  that  essay'd  to  assail 

Its  peaceful  beam — no  shadows  met 
To  mar  the  beauty  of  its  face, 
Or  on  its  brow  one  wrinkle  trace. 
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So,  Leyli,  through  my  ruin'd  mind, 

Wrack'd  by  a  thousand  ills — but  now, 
Calm  as  thine  own,  when  day  declined, 

Sleep  presses  gently  on  thy  brow  ; 
So,  through  that  phantom'd — chill  domain, 

One  holy  passion  burns  for  ever  ; 
It  lights  the  gloom  ;  it  stills  the  pain  ; 
It  comforts,  soothes — ah  !  not  in  vain 

Is  hopeless  love  !  for  life  is  ever 
A  sullen  stream  through  woods  and  plain, 
Where  stars  must  set  and  moons  must  wane, 

But  Love — sweet  passion,  holy  flower  ! 
Bright,  beautiful — an  angel's  dower  ! 
Haloed  with  scent  and  robed  and  gemm'd 
By  God's  own  Self,  and  diademm'd 

With  an  immortal  bloom, 
Stay  in  my  bosom — cheer,  prolong 
This  hopeless  bliss — 'twill  not  be  long, 
Fair  habitant !  till  grief,  distress 
To  me  are  less  than  nothingness. 
For  yesternight  upon  my  ear 
Fell  the  dread  voice  of  pale  Taheer  ; 
And  soon  outstretch'd  upon  my  bier 
I'll  grieve,  nor  weep,  nor  hope,  nor  fear  : 
Till  then,  blest  Angel !  be  my  cheer — 

A  Spirit  in  the  tomb — 
The  lovely  star  that  weeps  to  see 
Nightly  the  halls  of  Ishmonie." 
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Allah  ! — he  started  from  his  trance, 
And  swift,  and  fierce  he  flash'd  a  glance 

In  front,  around,  behind  : 
By  all  the  visions,  hopes  and  prayers 
The  Koran's  sacred  volume  bears 

To  calm  the  frenzied  mind  ! 
What  mutter'd  accents  struck  mine  ear, 
Prophetic — boding — threatening — near  ? 
So  near — I  felt  the  breath  that  came 
On  my  pale  cheek,  like  tongues  of  flame, 
Scorching  and  wreathing — leaping  o'er 
My  face  as  ne'er  I've  felt  before. 
'Twas  as  a  demon  loosed  from  Hell, 
Had  mutter'd  in  mine  ear  a  spell 
Of  awful  meaning — doom  and  death, 
And  stamp'd  it  with  its  scorching  breath, 
Like  lightning,  fiery,  scarr'd  and  fresh, 
Deep  letter'd  on  my  quiv'ring  flesh. 
Avaunt ! — pale  Prophet  of  the  dead  ! 
I  fear  thee  not  :  already  fled 
From  Azrael's  hand  the  shaft  has  wing, 
That  strikes  me  to  the  dust  a  thing 
Which  men  will  look  on  shuddering. 
Friendless,  forlorn,  and  wrack'd  with  hate — 
A  thing  accursed — at  war  with  Fate— 
Who  cannot  weep — but  desolate. 
Without  one  solace  for  the  pain, 
That  sears  my  heart,  and  gnaws  my  brain, 
I  hail  the  grisly  Phantom's  form — 
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Behind  the  night  of  death  and  storm 
Comes  peace — blest  peace  upon  the  wave- 
I  ask  but  rest  within  the  grave, 
Where  winds  ne'er  howl  nor  waters  rave. 


Though  light  the  hastening  footsteps  fell, 
They  waked  the  watchful  Sentinel. 
With  foot  advanced  and  spear  in  hand, 
Loudly  he  bade  the  stranger  stand  ; 
His  purpose  show,  who  dare  so  late 
Attempt  to  win  the  Harem  gate. 
The  Moor,  impatient,  forward  came 

From  out  the  gloom  that  wrapt  the  tower  ; 
His  spear-head  flashing  with  a  flame, 

Pallid  as  crowns  yon  maiden's  bower ; 
And  white  as  snow  his  belted  vest 

Which  round  his  lithesome  figure  clung  ; 
And  the  broad  turban  fold  that  prest, 

And  o'er  his  left  hand  shoulder  hung, 
Shading  the  swarthy  face  and  brow, 
The  eye  that  glanced  inquiring  now  : 
"  Bismillah  ! — stranger,  who  art  thou  ?  " 

Wrapt  in  a  robe  of  sable  hue, 

That  fell  in  graceful  folds  around 
His  slender  figure,  tall  and  true, 
And  held  his  stranger  face  from  view, 

Save  where  the  high  crown'd  turban  wound, 
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That  stranger  stood,  and  shook  the  dew 

Which  gather'd  on  his  heron  crest, 
Ere  from  his  face  the  robe  withdrew, 

Or  answer  made  the  Moor's  behest. 
Now,  by  the  lamp  which  burns  alway 

In  Israel's  holy  shrine  ! 
By  heaven  !  by  hell !  by  night  !  by  day  ! 
By  Islam's  prophet  if  I  may  ! 
Emir  thou  art ! — shalt  say  me  nay  ? — 

Draw  back  that  hood  of  thine  ! 
And,  Osman  ! — if  I  do — what  then  ? 
Faithful  and  truest,  best  of  men, 
Watchful  thou  art  as  one  should  be, 
Who  guards  the  wiles  and  witchery 
Of  women's  hearts  and  women's  eyes — 
One  born  in  hell — the  other  hies 
To  earth  from  far  off  Paradise  : — 
"  Allah  be  with  thee  !  and  Mahomet  hide 
Thy  servant's  heart  from  envy,  malice,  pride, 
Protector  in  the  desert,  on  the  sea, 
Our  lamp  by  night,  our  guide  eternally  !  " 

"  Tomb  of  the  Prophet  ! — Lord,  I  crave— 
Forgive  the  language  of  thy  slave. 
Emir,  I  thought  thee — but  not  thou, 
Chieftain  of  Chiefs  ! — behold  my  brow 
In  low  salaam  salutes  the  earth — 
I  kiss  the  dust  that  gave  me  birth." 
"  Rise,  Osman,  rise  !- — I  hold  thee  not 
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Guilty  for  this — I  have  forgot 
Already  what  your  watchful  care 
Prompted  to  speak,  essay  and  dare. 
The  key  ? — undo  the  bolt  and  chains — 
The  moon  upon  the  water  wanes, 
Lining  with  silver  yonder  cloud, 
Dark  hung,  that  soon  shall  be  its  shroud, 
And  smiling  sad  on  tower  and  hall, 
On  gaping  breach  and  tott'ring  wall. 
Upon  the  headland,  where  the  jar 

Of  the  Calm  Ocean  throbs  no  more, 
The  white  tombs  glist'ning  dim  and  far, 

Fade  in  the  mists  that  gloom  the  shore, 


"  Another  hour  and  all  is  lost ; 
My  track  pursued,  my  pathway  crost 
By  blazing  torch  and  flashing  steel ; 
Enclosed,  o'erborne — what  woe  to  feel 
Exhaustion  chain  my  frantic  zeal ; 
And  die,  and  know  my  effort  vain 
To  save  my  love,  or  burst  her  chain. 
The  key  ? — time  flies — the  night  wears  on — 
The  lights  that  gemm'd  the  bay  are  gone  ; 
The  dog  belated  on  the  hill 
Howls  not,  the  festal  sounds  are  still — 
Slave,  my  command  ! — dost  loiter  yet  ? — 
By  heaven  !  before  yon  moon  is  set, 
Thy  spirit  freed  shall  wing  its  way 
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To  Sajin's  Cavern  of  dismay  ! — 
Dog  that  thou  art,  obey  ! — obey  ! 

"  What  ! — dost  thou  say  the  Pasha's  word 

Hath  bid  thee  close  the  door  to  me — 
And  thou  dost  prate  ? — by  my  good  sword  ! 

I'll  cleave  that  turban'd  head  from  thee. 
Osman  ! — dark  slave — since  first  I  drew 

The  conscious  breath  of  human  life, 
I've  passed  this  turret  gateway  through 

Unquestion'd,  without  word  or  strife  ; 
And  now — this  night  when  on  my  speed 

Another's  weal  or  woe  depends — 
This  night — dark  Sentinel,  take  heed — 

The  maid  thou  lovest  most  shall  bleed  ! 
To-night — the  black  brow'd  Chieftain  sends 
His  minions — and  the  day  will  dawn  ; 

But  one  shall  hail  a  brighter  morn. 

#  *  *  *  * 

Ah  ! — had  I  doubted  less  before, 
By  now  had  oped  that  iron  door. 
Yes,  had  I  doubted  less  thy  love, 
As  now  thy  face  and  actions  prove, 
I  had  confess'd  my  purposed  plan, 
Nor  drawn  my  trusty  ataghan. 
'Tis  open — Allah's  name  be  praised  ! 
Who  saved  thy  life,  and  timely  raised 
An  arm  to  share  my  toil  and  pains — 
Perchance  to  burst  sweet  Leyli's  chains. 
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Should  I  o'erborne,  of  life  bereft, 

I'll  bless   the   thought   ere   Thought   is   passed, 
That  one  true  comrade  still  is  left, 

And  die  in  peace — blest  peace  at  last. 

"  By  Allah's  throne  ! — what  figure  comes 
Forth  from  the  shadow  of  yon  tower, 
With  stealthy  step  as  well  becomes 
A  panther  at  the  midwatch  hour  ? 
The  dark-browed  Messenger  of  death  : 

The  Pasha's  mandate  decks  his  hand — 
'Tis  life  for  life  !— 'tis  breath  for  breath  !  " 

On  high  is  hurled  his  flaming  brand. 
"  Hold  !— Emir,  hold  !  "  the  Moor  exclaim'd, 

'Tis  but  my  fellow-watcher  here, 
Fatigued,  o'erpowered,  by  sleep  enchain'd, 

He  lay  in  dreamless  luxury  near." 
«  By  Harun's  God  !  "  he  cried,  "  'tis  well," 
As  down  the  half- waked  sentry  fell, 
And  touch'd  the  earth  with  hand  and  brow 
His  feet  had  trembling  press'd  but  now  ; 
And  offer'd  low  salaam  and  long, 

And  vow'd  by  Zem-zem's  blissful  wave, 
To  hail  his  right,  avenge  his  wrong, 

Applaud  his  deeds,  and  die  his  slave. 

"  Allah  be  praised  !  who  stayed  my  hand 
To  save  one  heart  that  loves  me  well — 

Cursed  be  the  arm  and  broke  the  brand 
By  which  one  faithful  comrade  fell. 
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Hamal — I  know  thee — bless  thee  now — 

Up  from  the  ground  nor  kneel  to  me, 
Slave  thou  art  not  ! — that  sacred  vow 

Hath  broke  the  chains  and  made  thee  free. 
One  effort  by  thy  Chieftain's  side 

To-night  shall  break  each  fretting  link, 
And  ere  is  ebb'd  yon  moonlit  tide, 

Or  o'er  the  hill  the  first  red  wink 
Of  the  Sun-God  hath  rent  the  pall 
Which  blackens  o'er  Zamara's  wall, 
Thine  eye  shall  mark — not  tree  nor  tower, 
Nor  glist'ning  tomb,  nor  maiden's  bower, 
Nor  meeting  beach  with  wave  nor  flower, 
But  watch  our  bark  ride  o'er  the  deep, 
And  the  blue  waves  around  thee  sweep, 
Or  close  in  an  eternal  sleep. 

"  But  yesternight  thy  doom  was  seal'd — 

The  bowstring  round  thy  neck  was  twined  ; 
And  Abdul  glanced  with  bosom  steel'd 

To  pity — and  the  laughter  peal'd, 
And  scorn  to  see  how  Reason  reel'd 

Upon  her  throne — how  Hope  resign'd 
Her  sun-bright  courts,  and  all  was  o'er, 

Had  not  one  star — one  pitying  star, 
God-sent  lit  up  the  midnight  shore  ; 
And  show'd  me  from  the  Harem  door, 
The  flash  of  steel  and  group'd  afar, 
Each  scowling  Moor  and  Palikar. 
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No,  Hamal ! — no  ! — put  back  thy  sword, 
Not  yet  the  black-brow'd  chief,  abhorr'd, 
Shall  feel — yes  !  dearly  feel  the  meed 
Of  Vengeance  due  each  murd'rous  deed. 
The  day  shall  break — not  yet  hath  broken- 
When  pale  Taheer  his  message  spoken, 
He'll  view  his  doom  and  crouch  in  fear, 
As  ever  boding  on  his  ear 
Breaks  the  dread  summons  of  the  Seer — 
What  use  then  Sheik  or  Caloyer  ! 
His  pangs  and  miseries  thus  begun, 
Seared  by  remorse — without  one  sun 
To  light  the  grave  when  life  is  done, 
He'll  die  ten  thousand  deaths  in  one  ! 


"  But  now  no  longer  must  I  prate  ; 

Already  break  the  mists  away ; 
By  Stamboul's  throne  !  if  'twere  too  late — 
If  Abdul  held  the  secret  gate, 
And  Leyli  doom'd,  and  fixed  her  fate, 
I'd  scale  the  very  throne  of  Fate, 
Though  guarded  round  by  Spirits  and  rim 
Of  living  Gods  and  Seraphim. 

Osman — thou  know'st  the  secret  way — 
No  ! — prate  not  now  of  flame  and  ill, 
Of  death  fires  set  on  Hadyar's  hill, 
Or  phantom  priest  with  cross  and  hood — 
Away  ! — nor  chafe  my  desperate  mood. 
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Where  yonder  gateway  opens  wide 

Its  fateful  portal  to  the  tide, 

Ensconced  beneath  the  cypress  tree, 

Dark  shading  o'er  the  sleeping  sea  ; 

Secret  and  barr'd  and  lock'd  with  care, 

Allowing  none  but  faithless  fair 

To  pass  its  gloomy  archway  through  ; 

The  only  sounds  it  ever  knew, 

The  sobs  that  mark  the  victims  dread, 

The  sullen  plunge,  the  muffled  call, 
The  rippling  waves  those  victims  shed 

Around  upon  its  buttress'd  wall, 

The  solemn  echo,  and  the  fall 
Of  oars  upon  the  distant  bay, 

The  cry  to  Allah,  and  the  call 
Of  some  late  fisher  far  away — 
There  by  that  archway,  Osman,  wait — 
The  lock  is  forced,  unbarr'd  the  gate. 
Let  Hamal  to  that  fateful  creek 
Bring  with  due  care  a  light  Caique  ; 
We'll  wake  that  archway's  sullen  tone 
To  other  notes  than  maiden's  moan  ; 
Perchance  to  shriek  and  trumpet  peal, 
To  vengeful  shout  and  flashing  steel ; 
Perchance — but  better  far  to  flee 
Unnoticed  to  the  silent  sea, 
Than  cross'd  our  path  with  torch  and  brand, 
And  forced  to  win  with  sword  in  hand 
A  way  to  where  our  boat  must  land. 
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Enough,  enough  !  my  orders  given — 
Away — in  Allah's  name,  away  ! — 

Quench'd  be  each  sordid  thought,  and  riven 
The  doubt  to  dare  the  desperate  fray  !  " 


His  sable  robe  around  him  clinging, 

With  anxious  glance  and  muffled  tread, 
His  falchion  from  his  baldric  swinging, 

Young  Selim  up  the  pathway  sped  ; 
And  hardly  to  himself  express'd 
In  words  the  fears  that  filPd  his  breast. 
And  often  at  a  shadow  starting, 

Half  from  its  sheath  his  blade  would  draw, 
But  soon  from  off  the  path  departing, 

Through  the  deep  shades  a  light  he  saw  : 
And  knew  it  for  the  lamp  which  beam'd 

Nightly  within  the  Maiden's  bower  ; 
But  now,  how  palely  sad  it  seem'd, 

How  lonely  at  the  midwatch  hour  ; 
Chill,  ghostly  as  the  phantom  lights 

That  o'er  the  marshlands  dance  and  wave, 
Or  high  on  damp  and  dusky  nights 

Burn  weirdly  o'er  some  lonely  grave. 
Bismillah  ! — now  the  steps  are  won, 

Bright,  shimm'ring,  high  the  fountain  plays — 
No  loit'ring  Moor — 'tis  well  begun — 

Allah  ! — to  thee  be  all  the  praise. 

Who  hear'st  our  prayer  and  guid'st  our  ways  ! 
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Naught  but  the  curtains  now  remain — 

The  curtains  bright  with  gold  and  gems 
Of  Orient  splendour,  such  as  rain 
Flashes  and  light  of  every  stain 

From  Eastern  Sultan's  diadems. 

•*.*•• 

Oh,  who  hath  not  felt  in  his  bosom  the  gleam, 

How  tender,  how  bright  of  the  Angel  of  Love  !  — 
A  moonbeam  that  flashes  broadcast  on  the  stream 

An  instant,  to  die  in  the  darkness  above  ; 
And  though  for  a  moment  that  flash  it  may  be, 

Still,  still  its  bright  beauty  remaineth  for  ever  ; 
In  the  shades  of  the  Past  that  Angel  we  see, 

Yet  bright  as  the  moonbeam  that  shines  on  the 

river. 
But,  oh,  where  that  vision  hath  never  been  born, 

How  cold  is  the  bosom,  how  dark  is  the  wave  ! 
But,  woe  !  where  its  brightness  by  tempest  is  torn  ; 

It  goads  into  madness  the  mind  of  the  slave. 

Oh  !  who  hath  known  ? — what  heart  can  tell 

The  grief,  the  unmanning  grief  to  feel, 
Like  burning  blasts  let  loose  from  Hell 
O'er  love's  blest  transports  as  they  swell, 

The  with'ring  clouds  of  Falsehood  steal. 
Not  more  portentous  glows  the  flame 

Beneath  Al  Sirat's  bridge  of  doom, 
Than  living  fires  of  hate  and  shame 

The  tortured  hearts  of  such  illume. 
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But,  oh,  what  madness  ! — God  of  Heaven  ! 

To  see  the  loved  one  snatch'd  away, 
Bright  as  a  Shiraz  rose  fresh  riven 

From  off  the  stem  at  break  of  day — 
Ye  know  not  where — by  ruffian  hands, 
Yourself  girt  round  by  hostile  brands ; 
And,  Allah  !  when  the  war  is  o'er, 

A  captive  in  the  Conqueror's  camp, 
A  slave  upon  a  stranger  shore, 

To  weep  and  hear  the  charger's  champ 
Their  bits,  impatient  to  be  free — 
O  impotence  !     O  agony  ! 
Obedient  to  a  Despot's  nod, 
A  wretch  without  a  land  or  God. 


Fit  but  to  weep  and  wear  a  chain  ; 
And  feel  through  every  throbbing  vein 
The  scorching  fires  of  madness  strain. 
And  yet — oh,  bitter,  burning  hour  ! 
Disgraced — degraded — riven  of  power — 
Through  the  red  fence  that  screens  the  tent 

Of  royalty,  like  the  pale  lagoon, 
With  sunset  coral  round  it  bent, 
Or  ere  the  clouds  of  tempest  rent, 
The  halo  in  the  firmament 

Wreathes  redly  round  the  crescent  moon — 
Yes,  worst  and  last  of  all  the  ills 

The  blighted  heart,  the  mind  can  bear, 
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To  see  the  form — what  palsy  chills 

The  arm  to  strike,  the  will  to  dare  ? — 
To  see  that  form,  beloved,  adored, 

Thron'd  on  a  silken  ottoman, 
Soothing  to  sleep  her  stranger  lord, 

While  o'er  the  lute  her  fingers  ran  ; 
And  catch  upon  her  cheek  the  flash 

Of  tears,  and,  Allah  !  mark  how  pale 
That  cheek  had  grown,  like  sprays  that  dash 

By  moonlight  o'er  some  seaman's  sail. 
Ah,  bitter,  madd'ning — blissful  hour  ! 
To  find  her  love — best,  priceless  dower, 
Is  still  thine  own — but  hell  to  know 
Those  ivory  arms  enfold  thy  foe. 
Of  pride,  and  pomp,  and  power  bereft, 
Not  even  this  blissful  hope  is  left — 
To  tear  her  hence,  and  as  the  bite 
Of  serpents  madden  and  affright, 
To  fly  the  scene,  far  through  the  night, 
That  tears  the  heart  and  mocks  the  sight. 

So  canst  thou  feel — yes,  dearly  feel ! 
The  madd'ning  ire,  the  frantic  zeal, 
Who  hath  beheld — who  still  beholds, 
Round  lover's  form,  the  serpent  folds 
Of  Falsehood  twine,  of  foeman  steal, 
And  powerless  fly  the  mute  appeal. 
So  canst  thou  know  what  Selim  felt ; 
On  his  proud  heart  what  letters  spelt 
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In  living  flame,  his  anguish  told, 
What  fury  through  his  bosom  roll'd, 
When  through  the  curtain'd  folds  apart 
He  saw  his  love,  his  rival  start 
Upon  his  view,  and  on  their  track 
Each  artery  damm'd  its  torrents  back. 
Chill — mazed  and  motionless — alone, 
He  stood — a  Chieftain  turned  to  stone, 
Like  her  who  in  the  Syrian  vale, 
Forgetful  turn'd  a  curious  eye 
To  see  the  clouds  of  Judgment  sail, 
Red — wreathing — threat'ning  o'er  the  sky. 

Yes,  in  that  lovely  chamber  seen, 

Veil'd  from  the  fount  cooPd  air  of  night 
By  gilded  lattice,  and  the  screen 

Of  silken  curtains,  flowered,  and  bright 
With  gold  and  gems,  in  order  set 
Of  Persian  loves  and  suns  that  set 
On  garden,  tower  and  imaret — 
Are  gather'd  gems  of  priceless  art, 
To  charm  the  eye,  delight  the  heart. 
High  from  the  fretted  roof  of  gold, 

Where  many  a  sunbright  picture  swells, 
Of  Brusa's  wall,  and  Stamboul's  hold 

And  the  blue,  dancing  Dardanelles, 
Hangs  swinging  from  its  silver  chain, 

A  golden  lamp,  bedeck'd  and  chased 
With  letter'd  spells  that  all  in  vain 
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The  learned  priests  of  Islam  traced  ; 
And  wreathing  round  each  symbol,  set 
With  cluster'd  gems  that  gleam  and  jet, 
The  Magi's  sacred  pomgranet, 
Like  their  own  creeds  divinest  truth, 
Blooms  ever  in  eternal  youth. 

Upon  the  marble  floor,  behold, 

In  shimm'ring  rays,  the  mesh  of  gold, 

Which  bound  around  their  raven  hair 

The  beauteous  maids  of  Shiraz  wear  ; 

And  by  the  silken  couch's  head, 

Unused,  unstrung,  neglected  stood, 

As  if  its  very  soul  were  dead, 

Her  lute  of  gold  and  sandal  wood. 

Near  these,  and  stamped  with  Persian  dyes, 

A  bright  emblazon'd  Koran  lies ; 

Neglected  now — its  beads  untold 

By  rosy  fingers  fair  to  see, 
Upon  that  Koran's  leaf  is  roll'd 

Her  little  ruby  rosary  ; 
And  by  it  many  a  rich  Ghazel 
The  maids  of  Bagdad  love  so  well, 
To  sing  impassion'd  to  the  tune 
Of  their  light  lute,  and  soft  kanoon. 

And  farther  on  the  marble  tiles, 
Beneath  the  lamplight's  silver  smiles, 
Bedeck'd  and  blazon'd,  open  lie 
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"  The  Ode  of  Spring,"  the  sweet  "  Divan," 

And  bright  illum'd  with  many  a  dye 
Is  Sadi's  song  of  "  Gulistan." 

As  chastely  roseate  as  the  flower 

That  blooms  in  Indra's  sainted  bower, 
Or  the  blue  lotus  which  the  morn 

Shows  bosom'd  on  Cashmerian  streams, 
Are  the  rich  blossoms  that  adorn — 

Gay  as  a  Peri's  infant  dreams — 
The  urns  of  priceless  worth  design'd 

Of  fretted  flower  and  sculptured  star, 
Such  as  the  wand'ring  genii  find 

Beneath  the  halls  of  Chilminar  ; 
Exhaling  perfume  farther  shed 
Than  fairy  grot,  and  silken  bed, 
^s  though,  like  roses  of  Kathay, 
They  drew  their  fragrance  from  the  day  ; 
But  when  the  Zephyrs,  cooled  and  light, 
Breathe  through  the  starlit  groves  of  night, 
Let  all  their  treasured  sweetness  out 
On  every  wind  to  roam  about. 


Yes,  all  the  odorous  wealth  of  flowers 
Might,  to  that  chamber  by  the  sea, 

Draw  down  the  Houri  from  the  bowers 
Of  Eden's  bright  eternity. 

Entranced,  one  moment  ere  they  flew 

Back  to  the  Heaven  that  gave  them  birth, 
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To  tell  the  Gods — Oh,  rapture  new  ! — 
They'd  found  one  Paradise  on  earth. 
All  that  can  charm,  delight — and  fair 
Of  treasured  art  and  fragrant  air, 
At  this  lone  hour  are  gather'd  there. 

But  where  amid  these  gorgeous  things, 
That  e'en  in  Fancy's  wanderings, 
The  mind  in  vain  might  seek  to  view, 

Like  a  dear  isle,  whose  wave-wash'd  shore 
Ne'er  caught  a  ruder  step,  or  knew 

A  thing  less  beautiful  explore 
Its  secret  glades,  and  flowery  cells, 
Than  the  wild  bee  and  she  who  dwells, 
Bright  Goddess  !  in  the  deep  sea  shells — 
Yes,  where  is  she  ? — for  Love  had  never 

In  Eden's  vale  a  bower  like  this — 
A  bower  the  Houri  by  the  River, 
Whose  murmur  mingles  with  the  quiver 

Of  the  melodious  trees  that  kiss 
Its  crystal  wave,  might  jealously 
Weep  on  their  flower-strewn  beds  to  see 
Approach  their  own  celestial  grots. 
Oh,  lovely  maids !  delightful  spots  ! 
Shrined  in  the  heart  of  Paradise, 

Grudge  not  one  little  bower  of  bliss 
Beyond  the  Eden  of  the  skies ; 

Thine  are  unchangeable  ;  but  this 
Bends  to  the  blast  of  Time  and  must, 
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Deserted,  blighted,  fall  to  dust. 
Where  ? — on  that  silken  ottoman, 

The  gorgeous  work  of  Agra's  loom, 
Behold !  more  beautiful  than  Kan 

E'er  deem'd  the  rosy  maids  that  bloom 
In  the  white  bowers  of  Frangistan, 
Reclines  young  Leyli,  but  how  pale, 

How  still — how  cold,  as  marble  seems, 
When  through  the  clouds  the  planets  sail, 

And  the  new  moon  upon  the  streams 
Looks  down,  horn'd,  pale,  and  peaceful  still 
From  o'er  the  tall  pine-crested  hill. 
Disordered — wildly  flung  aside, 

Her  broider'd  Yashmack  meets  the  floor  ; 
Her  dark  hair  tangled,  flowing  wide, 

Tress  upon  tress  that  Yashmack  o'er, 
Wreathes  round  the  sleeping  face  as  Night 
Frames  in  pale  Dian's  lovely  light. 
Upon  the  cushion's  silken  fold 

One  rounded  ivory  arm  is  laid, 
Like  snow  upon  a  sunset  wold, 

And  the  dark  hair  in  many  a  braid, 
Strays  o'er  its  whiteness  and  caresses 
The  downy  cheek  its  softness  presses. 
And-fairy  like  the  long  black  lashes 

Fall  shadowing  o'er  that  virgin  cheek, 
As  willows,  when  the  tempest  lashes 

No  more  the  waters  of  the  creek, 
Droop  o'er  the  foam  beneath  them  laid, 
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And  hide  what  waves  and  winds  have  made, 
Or  trembling  cast  a  transient  shade. 
Yes,  pale  to-night  those  features  seem, 

And  cold  her  brow,  and  quench'd  the  light 
Of  Joy  that  woos  the  mind  to  dream 

Of  cherish'd  hopes,  and  long'd  delight, 

Even  in  the  midwatch  of  the  night. 
Vain  hopes  ! — alas,  they  only  show 
A  fleeting  glimpse  before  they  go 
Hence  to  the  world  that  gave  them  birth, 
And  leave  the  slumb'ring  child  of  Earth — 
The  flash  of  love  in  Beauty's  eye 
Fades  not  more  fast  than  hopes  can  fly. 
The  sultry  airs  of  night  may  fan 

Her  marble  brow,  but  fan  in  vain, 
They  ne'er  shall  woo  one  smile,  or  can 

Dash  from  her  brow  the  look  of  pain. 

She  dreams,  but  not  of  Heaven  she  dreams ; 

She  sighs,  but  not  for  Allah's  Throne  ; 
She  weeps,  but  not  for  Eden's  streams ; 

She  sleeps,  but  'tis  not  sleep  alone, 
'Tis  madness — agony — 'tis  death — 

Death  without  rest,  oh,  wretched  maid  ! 
To  die  is  but  a  pang,  a  breath 

Within  the  bosom  hushed,  and  staid 
Upon  the  lips  in  unframed  speech, 
That  ne'er  the  watcher  pale  may  reach  ; 
A  sudden  pallor,  and  a  blaze 
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Of  wonder  in  the  far  off  gaze, 
A  choking  sob,  a  mortal  quiver, 
A  droop  of  lids  that  close  for  ever. 
But  oh  !  the  consciousness  of  life, 

When  life  is  but  a  living  Hell ; 
The  haunted  mind,  the  world  of  strife, 

Only  the  wretch  himself  can  tell. 
And  dark  to-night  and  fraught  with  pain 
Are  Leyli's  dreams,  and  vain — how  vain, 
The  white-wing'd  Angel's  power  to  bid 
Peace  press  each  violet-tinted  lid, 
No,  they  but  weep — for  angels  sigh 
Not  for  the  brave  and  pure  who  die — 
The  Houri  wait  them  in  the  sky, 
But  for  the  maid  whose  lover  riven 
From  her  dear  arms  has  pass'd  to  Heaven, 
Who  sighs  and  weeps,  and  prays  to  see 
Him  whom  she  loves  eternally. 

So,  now,  like  Peri  of  the  deep, 
Laid  in  her  coral  bowers  asleep, 
Young  Leyli  lies,  and  weeps  and  prays 
For  death — for  only  death  allays 
Such  pangs  as  rend  her  gentle  breast, 
To  sleep — to  rest — and  know  'tis  rest. 
And  oft  her  lips  would  stir  apart, 

As  if  she  named  some  mighty  name — 
Some  name  obtain'd  by  magic  art 

Commands  the  wand'ring  Sprites  of  flame. 
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Or  caught  when  stay'd — like  sunbeams  hung 

In  mid-air  on  their  glitt'ring  wings, 
The  Genii  watch'd  the  morning  flung, 
First-born  in  misty  glimmerings, 
From  grove  to  grove  o'er  Eden's  vale, 

Mazed — trembling  oft  like  guilty  things, 
Lest  on  their  view  communing  sail 

The  Almighty  on  His  wand'rings. 
Wreathed  round  her  cherub  mouth,  at  times, 

A  smile  would  chase  the  trembling  tear, 
As  if  of  long  forgotten  chimes, 

The  melody  had  caught  her  ear, 
Sweet  tones,  long  pass'd,  she  loved  to  hear. 
And  to  her  cheek  the  crimson  came, 
Responsive  as  each  echoed  name 
Rung  from  the  bells  of  Mem'ry  came  ; 
But  transient  as  the  sunset  glow 
Of  Evening  on  a  wand'ring  floe, 
Far  from  the  islands  of  the  west — 
White  isles  by  emerald  seas  carest, 
Or  Morning's  blushes  melt  away 
On  the  pale  roses  of  Kathay. 
Sadly  it  fades,  as  if  it  fain 
Would  longer  linger — but  in  vain  ; 
It  flies — and  leaves  the  cheek  as  wane — 
Waner,  perchance,  than  ere  it  stray'd, 
Warm  tinted  like  the  coral  laid, 
To  mock  the  seamen's  growing  fears, 
Beneath  the  narrow  strait  of  Tears. 
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Alas  !  too  quickly  all  withdrew, 

And  vanish'd,  black'ning  from  her  view — 

All  the  gay  pictures  that  arose 

To  sooth  her  sleep  and  calm  her  woes, 

Brighter  than  ever  Paradise 

Flash'd  on  the  Mufti's  dying  eyes, 

And  sweeter  tones  than  ever  fled 

From  Eden's  fount  or  Houri's  bed. 

Gone — many  a  kiss,  to  love,  how  sweet ! 

And  many  a  scene  of  bliss  departed, 
Portrayed  more  madly  exquisite 

Than  ever  from  the  canvas  started, 
That  were  to  her  wrack'd  mind  imparted. 
Alas !  poor  maid,  thou'rt  broken-hearted. 
She  wept — soft,  silently  she  wept ; 
And  faster — ever  faster  crept, 
From  her  closed  lids,  the  glist'ning  tears 
Upon  her  cheek  like  Heavenly  Fears — 
Dear  drops !  that  Purity  lets  fall, 
When  o'er  the  sinner's  soul  the  pall 
Of  Disobedience  waving  wide 
May  Eden's  gates  of  crystal  hide. 

But  as  she  dreams,  and  weeps,  and  prays- 
How  lovely  !  when  the  lamp-light  strays 
O'er  brow,  and  cheek,  and  drooping  lid, 
And  the  white  bosom,  heaving,  hid 
.But  little  as  the  eye  may  scan, 
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By  the  entara  white  and  fair, 

Wide  flung  aback  its  giriban, 

And  the  dark  masses  of  her  hair — 

How  lovely,  exquisitely  fair 

Young  Leyli  seems  ! — Much  more  to  him, 

Who  watches  from  the  fountain's  brim  : 

All  that  he  loves — desires — adores — 

She  is  to  him,  and  he  implores 

Allah  and  all  his  hosts  to  aid — 

His  sunbright  hosts  to  save  the  maid. 

He  loved  her — yes  !  from  boyhood's  hour, 
This  passion,  nourish'd  in  the  bower 
Of  his  young  heart,  but  grew  with  time, 
Till  it  became  a  thing  sublime  ; 
But  strangely  mingling  with  it  too, 
A  fierceness  burning  never  less, 
Within  that  self-same  bosom  grew, 
More  like  the  lonely  lioness. 
Perchance,  may  Eblis  for  the  maid 
He  first  saw  stray  through  Eden's  glade, 
Have  nursed  a  passion  such  as  this — 
Content  to  leave  the  groves  of  Bliss 
And  barter  Heaven  for  one  dear  kiss. 

Young  Selim  sees — but  sees  not  yet, 
The  darker  shadow,  like  Regret, 
Outlined  within  the  bright'ning  mind 
In  black'ning  shades  it  left  behind. 
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He  knows  but  Leyli  stirring  there, 
Outstretch'd  and  pale,  but  doubly  fair. 
It  soothes  his  fierce  impetuous  mood, 
It  lays  to  sleep  the  vulture  brood 
Of  passions — Nay — nor  further  start  ! 
What  fiercer  pang  can  rend  thy  heart  ? 
And  wherefore  does  his  red  right  hand 
That  held  the  curtain'd  fold  apart, 
Drop  to  the  pommel  of  his  brand  ? 
And  back  the  sable  robe  and  wide 
From  off  his  shoulders  wildly  fling  ? — 

Why  from  the  sheath  his  falchion  spring  ? 

*  *  #  *  * 

With  muffled  tread,  and  eye  of  flame 

Dark  Abdul  through  the  chamber  came  ; 

And  reach'd  young  Leyli's  virgin  side  ; 

And  gazed  upon  his  promised  bride, 

But  not  as  one  who  loves  to  see 

A  maiden  in  her  purity ; 

Not  as  a  lover  watching  o'er — 

When  night  hath  pressed  the  Moslem  shore- 

His  mistress  views  that  mistress  o'er. 

Dark  was  his  visage — dark,  defaced 

By  lines  that  Hate  and  Passion  traced, 

Like  black'ning  furrows  on  the  pale 

And  tender  petals  of  the  rose, 
Ere  rent  and  torn  by  sleet  or  gale — 

But  blighted  in  its  young  repose, 
It  sinks  to  earth  a  loathsome  thing, 
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Which  even  the  Genii  wandering 
From  Balbeck's  living  vaults  of  gloom, 

Would  trembling  hasten  faster  by, 
Nor  seek  to  dress  each  wearied  plume 

Beside  that  blighted  flower  but  sigh, 
And  weep  in  mid-air  as  they  fly 
How  things  so  beautiful  could  die. 
And  so  was  Abdul's  face  I  ween, 
Once  purely  beauteous  it  had  been  ; 
But  strife  and  blood,  and  lust  and  pride, 
And  many  a  secret  sin  beside, 
Had  lent — and  stamp'd  and  lined  it  o'er 
As  if  by  brand  from  Eblis  riven, 
Till  now  the  swarthy  features  bore 
No  sign  they  once  were  shaped  in  Heaven. 
She  moves — she  speaks — whom  does  she  name  ? 
How  soft  o'er  those  red  lips  it  came  ! 
Why,  Abdul,  start  ? — 'twas  surely  thine  ! 
"  No  ! — no,  by  Mecca's  blessed  shrine  ! — 
By  heaven  and  hell ! — why  always  thus  ? — 
Upon  his  head  be  every  curse 
That  Allah  named  when  Adam  fell, 
And  Eblis  plunged  from  Heaven  to  Hell." 
His  brow  contracted — dark  and  dread 
As  Hatred  stooping  o'er  the  dead, 
He  bent  o'er  Leyli,  and  his  hand 
Strain'd  in  its  clasp  a  trenchant  brand  : 
His  eye  emitted  fierce  and  dire 
A  mingled  flash  of  blood  and  fire  ; 
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And  drawn  and  thin  each  parted  lip 
Show'd  the  white  teeth — a  slender  strip 
Of  snow  'tween  thickets  they  appeared — 
Yet,  clench'd  ;  and  curled  his  very  beard 
With  wrath  ;  while  high  o'er  all, 
Casting  its  shadow  on  the  wall, 
Menacingly,  the  turban'd  Kan 
Held  the  long  sheathless  Ataghan. 
Again  she  whispers  forth  the  name — 
Beloved  name  ! — its  very  sound 
Upon  her  waking  senses  came 
And  breathed  the  bliss  of  Eden  round. 
Fair  maid  !  the  last  those  accents  are 
That  e'er  thy  lisping  tongue  shall  tell 
To  the  white  Angels,  bending  far 
O'er  thy  pale  brow,  and  watching  well — 
Alas  !  too  well — who  feel  for  sin 
The  grief,  the  madd'ning  grief  within. 
But  scarcely  o'er  her  lips  it  came, 
When  flash'd  on  high  a  lurid  flame  ; 
A  mutter'd  oath,  a  startled  cry 
Rung  through  the  gilded  lattice  nigh — 
Then  all  was  still — the  bride  wa,s  won, 
The  blow  was  struck,  the  deed  was  done. 
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'Tis  pass'd — and  thy  passionate  longing  how  vain  : 
Despair  had  wrapt  round  thee  the  links  of  her  chain  ; 
Above  thee  the  Angels  of  Peace  might  not  sing, 
And  Destruction  came  dark  on  her  desolate  wing. 
'Tis  o'er — I  had  seen  in  the  visions  of  night 
The  Gateway  of  Heaven  transcendently  bright  : 
The  bolts  were  withdrawn  and  each  crystalline  bar 
Flashed  glory  reflected  from  planet  and  star, 
And  lo  !    in  that  Archway  just  balanced  for  flight, 
Dark  Azrael  look'd  forth  on  the  darkness  of  Night. 
He  came — and  thy  cheek  is  as  pale  as  the  moon 
That  sleeps  on  the  breast  of  the  evening  lagoon  ; 
As  cold  is  thy  brow  as  the  snow  cloud  that  lies 
On  the  Mount  of  Olympus  high  wreathed  to  the 

skies ; 

The  sound  of  thy  weeping,  like  breeze  on  the  rill, 
Is  stay'd,  and  the  heave  of  thy  bosom  is  still ; 
The  mermaids  of  Ocean,  the  nymphs  of  the  bower 
Shall  twine  thee  the  wreaths  of  the  jessamine  flower, 
And  deck  it  with  cypress  which  blooms  by  the  grave 
Of  him  who  is  laid  by  the  beat  of  the  wave  ; 
And  weep  for  the  maiden  by  river  and  green 
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Who  sleeps  by  the  side  of  her  loved  Nazarene, 
Deep,  deep  were  the  bowers  of  the  Peri  are  seen. 

The  deed  is  done — The  cry  is  sped  : 
Her  blood  that  dastard  hand  has  shed  ; 
And  still  its  fingers — blade  of  Guilt  ! 
Strain  in  its  clasp  thy  felon  hilt, 
And  round  it  weaker  heaves,  and  slow 
Her  budding  breast  of  virgin  snow. 
And  spatter'd  o'er,  and  splashed  with  blood 
Like  spray  from  an  encrimson'd  flood, 
Torn  is  her  white  entara  fair, 
And  wilder  flung  her  raven  hair. 
Angel  of  Death  !  oh  !  stay  thy  hand — 
Draw,  Felon,  draw  the  accursed  brand 
Forth  from  the  wound,  nor  darkly  still 
Watch  o'er  her  frame  each  mortal  thrill. 
The  fading  eye  nor  sees  thee  now, 
Nor  knows  the  hand  that  gave  the  blow  ; 
The  death  damp  gathers  on  her  brow; 
She  hears  celestial  fountains  flow  : 
Thy  hate  is  wreak'd,  the  deed  is  done, 
Go,  fly,  and  weep,  and  live  alone. 

For  this  nor  deeds  nor  gifts  atone  : 
Thy  Prophet  ne'er  for  such  an  one 
Shall  bid  the  Gates  of  Eden  ope  : 
Live  without  bliss  or  peace  or  hope  ! 
Forever,  darkly  boding  near, 
The  Demon  Bird  shall  on  thine  ear — 

329 


LEYLI 

"  Oscuni  " — peal  its  note  of  fear, 

Till  haggard — cursing  thought  and  breath, 

You  madly  fly  from  life  to  death. 

But  in  thy  resting  place  shall  scan, 

Though  buried  deep  as  Ginnistan, 

Thy  bones  each  Eblis  flitting  Sprite  ; 

And  demon  Ghoul  and  dread  Afrite 

Shall  tear  thy  rotting  flesh  and  gnaw 

Thy  felon  bones  with  dripping  jaw  : 

And  chain'd  thy  spirit  there  shall  see 

This  ghastly  feast  eternally, 

For  unto  thee — nor  life  shall  be, 

Nor  nothingness,  but  agony. 

"  And  if  I  go,  accursed  Taheer  !  " 
He  cried — and  forth  the  dripping  blade, 
High  in  his  red  right  hand  he  raised — 
"  I  go  in  triumph  not  in  fear  ; 
I  go  to  wed  a  lovelier  maid, 
And  truer — Allah's  name  be  praised  ! 
Her  Paynim  lover's  life  is  sped  : 
I  go  avenged  !  her  blood  is  shed  : 
I  go  alone — The  bride  is  won, 
The  blow  is  struck,  the  deed  is  done." 
#  #  #  *  * 

High  swung  in  air  his  sabre  flashing, 
Far  from  his  brow  the  turban  dashing, 
With  eye  of  fire  and  brow  of  gloom, 
Young  Selim  dash'd  him  through  the  room, 
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His  left  hand  clench'd  no  weapon  bore, 
Behind  him  stream'd  his  palampore, 
And  clank  on  clank  his  scabbard  fell 
Foreboding  on  his  armour'd  heel ; 
The  only  sound — no  warrior  yell, 
But  glance  of  fire  and  gleam  of  steel. 
Before  his  step  of  speed  arose 
A  Eunuch  startled  from  repose, 
Within  his  hand  a  weapon  placed, 
Upon  his  arm  a  buckler  braced. 
One  frontward  step,  one  look  of  ire, 
One  answering  glance  of  living  fire — 
Down  swept  the  blow — a  flash  of  flame, 
Like  lightning  bolt  from  cloud  it  came  : 
Through  shiver'd  steel,  through  bone  it  sunk- 
A  cloven  head,  a  tott'ring  trunk, 
A  clash  as  steel  to  pavement  fell. 
A  crimson  flood,  a  gurgling  yell — 
Nor  stay'd  fierce  Selim's  rapid  charge 
The  prostrate  foe,  the  rolling  targe  ; 
Lightly  o'er  one  he  sprang  in  pride, 
The  other  spurn'd  his  foot  aside. 

And  now,  dark  Abdul's  felon  side 
He  gain'd,  who  mazed  and  fearful  view'd 
The  fierce  Avenger's  sword  imbued — 
Red  dripping  to  the  hilt — with  gore, 
His  crimson  hand,  his  palampore 
Dyed  with  the  sanguined  signs  of  fight, 
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He  gazed — as  though  upon  his  sight 
A  fiend  from  Eblis  rising  came, 
His  soul — his  felon  soul  to  claim. 
And  dread  as  fiend  or  grim  Afrite 
This  fierce  avenger  from  the  night  : 
One  second  more — time  fleets  away  : 
Life  lives  in  flight — death  in  delay ; 
Speed,  Pasha,  speed  !  away,  away  ! — 
Too  late — thy  form  is  lifeless  clay. 

Unstayed  by  Eunuch's  feeble  brand, 
Young  Selim  urged  his  fearful  way 
With  dripping  blade  and  crimson  hand 
To  where  the  murder'd  Leyli  lay  ; 
Then  high  in  air  his  bick'ring  blade 
Aloft  in  awful  circles  flew  ; 
No  guarding  steel  its  passage  stayed — 
No  check  that  vengeful  falchion  knew. 
Through  many  a  twisted  emerald  fold, 
Around  the  central  calpac  roll'd  ; 
Through  plate  of  steel  it  cleft  its  way, 
Nor  might  the  bone  its  awful  sway 
Hurled  by  the  might  of  Vengeance  stay. 
Bone — steel — and  turban  fold  were  vain  ; 
Deep,  deep  it  sank  into  his  brain, 
And  cleft  that  felon  brow  in  twain. 

One  awful  gaze  he  casts  around — 
One  glance  of  horror,  hate  and  ire, 
Then  tott'ring  falls  with  sullen  sound 
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Upon  the  chamber's  marble  tiles  : 
And  o'er  him  bends  with  eye  of  fire 
And  blacker  brow — with  hate  more  dire 
Than  that  on  Abdul's  features  found, 
Young  Selim — till  at  last  he  smiles 
Darkly  to  see  his  foe  expire. 

Then  rising — from  his  warrior  hand, 

Adown  he  cast  his  dripping  brand 

Upon  the  floor,  a  sullen  clash 

It  made,  and  gave  one  threat'ning  flash, 

One  tiny  rill  to  trickle  o'er 

The  tiles  and  meet  the  floods  of  gore, 

That  from  the  prostrate  corpses  pour. 

Then  on  the  wounded  Leyli  lying 

Upon  the  silken  ottoman — 
His  own  beloved  Leyli  dying, 
Oh  cursed  hour  !  when  he  must  scan 
The  loveliest  maid  in  Frangistan, 
Sigh  out  in  pain  her  last  dear  breath  ; 
And  mark  the  cold,  cold  hand  of  Death 
Stamp  on  her  brow  each  straying  thought, 
Or  pang  his  tyrant  fingers  caught, 
Like  rigid  ripples  one  may  see, 
Snow-white  upon  the  frozen  sea, 
Congeal'd,  eternally  express'd 
Beyond  the  white  isles  of  the  West. 

"  Leyli !  "  he  cried,  "  Oh,  speak  one  word  1- 
One  little  word  is  all  I  seek : 
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Well  has  my  blade  thy  Christian  lord 

Avenged — awaits  a  light  caique 
To  bear  thee  hence — oh  !    say  thou'lt  live  ? 
This  little  hope  dear  Leyli  give." 
Up  to  his  lips  one  hand  he  raised, 

And  press'd  hot,  burning  kisses  there  ; 
But — oh,    how    cold  ! — woe    struck — amazed, 

He  dropp'd  the  rose-tipp'd  fingers  fair. 
"  Angel  of  Death  !  "  he  cried  aloud, 

"  In  Allah's  name,  this  night  from  earth, 
Away,  pale  Phantom,  to  the  cloud — 

The  awful  cloud  that  gave  thee  birth  ! 
Take  what  is  thine — still  quiv'ring  there, 

Those  scatter'd  limbs,  that  cloven  head  ; 
The  lineaments  of  fix'd  despair 

But  scarce  bespeak  the  spirit  fled — 

Behold  thine  own  ! — the  felon  dead. 
But  snatch  not  hence  whatever  thou  art — 

Archangel,  fiend,  my  Leyli's  soul, 
Or  if  thou  must,  be  now  my  heart, 

My  broken  heart  thine  arrow's  goal. 


"  Oh,  blest  !  tenfold  more  blest  to  be 

That  thing  which  feels  not  hope  nor  pain, 

Blest — though  in  dim  Eternity 
Nor  life  nor  nothingness  I  gain — 

A  phantom  doom'd  for  ever  more 

To  gnaw  the  chain  that  round  him  clings — 
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The  chains — yes,  demons  !    count  them  o'er, 
Each  link  which  more  than  scorpion  stings 
Was  shaped  in  hell — a  sin — a  crime 
Untouch'd  by  death,  unchanged  by  time  : 
Far  better  thus — than  I  should  be 
And  Leyli  rent  to  heaven  from  me." 

Low  at  her  side  he  knelt — with  cheek 

As  pale  as  hers  he  thought  to  save  ; 

And  oft  his  lips  essay'd  to  speak — 

In  vain,  the  anguish  of  the  brave, 

Though  stifled  oft  and  hid  behind 

The  sterner  glance,  the  manlier  mind, 

May  yet  in  its  extreme  despair 

Break  forth  and  show  the  hell  that's  there. 

So  gather'd  in  one  scorching  flame, 

All  he  had  sufTer'd — All  his  shame — 

His  blighted  life — his  blacken'd  name — 

And  this  last  worst  of  all  that  fills 

The  bitter  measure  of  his  ills, 

Rush  on  his  heart  and  sap  the  power 

Of  sternness  at  its  fountain  head, 
And  for  one  long — one  anguish'd  hour 

He  mourns — he  weeps  his  Leyli  dead. 

"  Too  bright,"  he  cried,  "  too  bright  for  earth  ; 

I  knew  she  would  not  linger  long — 
The  Seraphs  caught  her  name  at  birth, 

She  goes  to  join  their  choral  song  : 
Too  pure  on  Earth's  dark  shore  to  stay,, 
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Such  flowers  are  soonest  wede  away. 
Her  soul  was  like  a  treasure  hid — 

A  gem  conceal'd,  yet  gleaming  far, 
The  liquid  tides  of  Ocean  mid, 

On  dusky  nights  a  glimm'ring  star  : 
One  of  those  Eden  lamps  that  gleam 
Along  Al  Cathwar's  sainted  stream. 
As  lovely — yes,  more  bright  than  these, 
With  hue  more  soft  and  eye  more  mild ; 
Her  form  itself  could  more  than  please — 
It  conquer'd,  captured,  it  beguiled. 
And,  oh  !  that  all  was  gentlest,  fairest 

Of  ever  Allah  form'd  to  be  : 
My  own  beloved — my  life,  my  dearest, 

Wrack'd,  stricken,  thou  art  rent  from  me  !  " 
He  press'd  her  hand  within  his  own  ; 

He  bent  him  weeping  o'er  the  dead  ; 
His  heart  was  heavy  as  a  stone  : 
He  cursed  the  craven  who  had  bled 
Without  one  manly  stroke  return 'd — 

One  stalwart  blow  to  Vengeance  sped  ; 
Then  had  this  anguish  never  burn'd  ; 
Then  had  his  tortured  heart  been  still — 
Would  that  his  brow  as  hers  was  chill ! 

Oh  !   why  when  wish'd  should  death  have  fled  ? 

Would  unto  God  himself  had  bled  ! 

So  deep  his  grief,  so  wild  his  prayer, 
So  lost  to  all  but  his  despair, 
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Was  Selim  that  he  heard  not  still 

The  sounds  that  waked  the  nearmost  hill ; 

Though  nearer  and  more  near  they  drew 

In  clash  of  sword  and  Allah  Hu. 

But  when  within  the  fairy  cell, 

Resounding  loud  a  footstep  fell, 

That  instant  from  his  posture  bent, 

He  upward  drew  ;  one  gesture  made 

Of  proud  defiance,  grasp'd  his  blade  ; 

One  furious  glance  of  hatred  sent, 

Malignant  as  those  fires  which  light 

The  mandrake's  charnel  roots  by  night. 

His  ghastly  face,  his  haggard  brow, 

His  bloody  hand  raised  fiercely  now, 

The  corpse-strewn  floor,  the  murder'd  maid, 

The  shiver'd  brand  in  fragments  laid, 

Might  bid  the  arm'd  intruder  start, 

Might  well  appal  the  bravest  heart. 

The  Moor  intruding  stopp'd  aghast, 

And  to  the  floor  his  sabre  cast  • 

Loud  rung  in  air  his  startled  cry, 

Without  a  hundred  shouts  reply — 

II  Alia  Hu  !— he  turns  to  fly  : 

'Tis  vain — resistless  speeds  the  thrust, 

Another  foeman  bites  the  dust. 


"  And  if  too  late  to  save  thee,  love, 

I'll  lay  thee  where  thou  wouldst  be  laid — 
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Beside  her  mate  the  murder'd  dove, 

Beside  her  chief  the  Moslem  maid. 
Yes — fitter  resting-place,"  he  cried, 

And  laugh'd  the  hollow  laugh  of  woe, 
"  Than  mine  shall  be — the  Prophet  lied, 

I  still  must  bide  Time's  with'ring  blow. 
And  none  shall  o'er  thee  requiem  sing  ; 

And  none  shall  chant  the  Koran  verse, 
And  o'er  their  limbs  the  sack-cloth  fling — 

None  save  the  wind-swept  Universe  ; 
And  none  shall  floral  off'rings  bring 

To  deck  thy  grave,  thy  virgin  grave — 
None  but  the  blossoms  wandering 

Wind-dash'd  upon  the  wild  sea  wave. 


He  raised  her  from  her  silken  bed  : 
He  press'd  her  to  his  martial  breast  : 
Upon  his  shoulder  laid  her  head  ; 
Upon  her  lips  a  kiss  impress'd — 
Her  dark  hair  hid  his  broider'd  vest, 
And  glitt'ring  through  that  cloud  of  night 
His  Moslem  belt  was  doubly  bright. 
Then  forth  he  stept — his  eye  of  fire 
Flash'd  more  than  mortal  gleams  of  ire  : 
Their  glance  bespoke  the  madden'd  Mind- 
The  wreck  where  feeling's  left  behind, 
The  rigid  lip,  the  furious  stare — 
The  awful  refuge  from  despair. 
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He  reach'd  the  steps,  the  fountain  brim — 
The  moon  is  sunk,  the  morn  is  dim  ; 
Alone,  where  yonder  cloudlets  drave, 
One  star  its  waning  light  may  wave, 
And  flicker  for  a  moment  o'er 
The  green  sea  wave,  and  shining  shore. 
But  though  the  morn  is  dim,  I  ween 
Not  less  distinct  that  band  is  seen 
Than  shining  shore  and  sea  of  green  ; 
The  neathmost  step,  the  foremost  keeps  ; 
Behind,  but  close  his  comrades  stand  ; 
O'er  the  far  bush  a  pike-head  peeps, 
Each  waves  in  air  a  naked  brand. 
Loud  rung  at  once  their  wild  halloo 
As  from  the  shade  the  Chief  withdrew, 
And  closer  press'd  each  swarthy  foe 
Up  from  the  darker  shades  below. 
He  came — like  tiger  driven  to  bay, 

Like  pard  that  guards  her  cherish'd  young 
Each  weaker  fear  is  shred  away — 

He  came — and  down  the  pathway  flung 
Himself  upon  his  banded  foes  ; 

Red  in  his  hand  his  sabre  shines  ; 
His  face  with  martial  madness  glows ; 

His  left  arm  round  his  Leyli  twines. 
With  frantic  strength  and  frenzied  mind 
He  bears  him  on — the  grot's  behind — 
To  right — to  left  the  Moslems  fly — 
They  may  not  meet  the  evil  eye. 
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Already  gleams  the  white  sea-beach — 
Oh,  but  for  strength  the  gate  to  reach  ! 
"  So — well — it  was  right  swiftly  run, 
The  shore  is  reached,  the  gate  is  won — 
Bismillah  ! — Chief,  the  danger's  done  !  " 
He  heard  not — knew  not — only  prest 

His  burden  closer  to  his  breast. 

. 

"  By  Allah's  throne  !  "  cried  Osman  now, 

As  shot  a  star-beam  from  on  high 
Athwart  young  Selim's  haggard  brow, 

His  ghastly  cheek  and  lurid  eye — 
"  What  ails  thee  ? — and  thy  shiver'd  blade- 
God  of  the  Slave  ! — my  Moslem  maid  ! 
My  child  ! — My  child  !  "  he  wailed  aloud 

In  all  the  anguish  of  despair, 
"  The  dream — my  dream — the  blood- red  shroud  ! 

That  wrapt  my  imaged  mistress  fair — 
Ah,  dark  presage  !  but  all  too  true, 
They've  snatch'd  thy  virgin  life  from  you. 
O  cruel  hand  that  aim'd  the  blow  ! 
O  felon  steel !     O  dastard  foe  ! 
Who  laid  the  loveliest  floweret  low, 
That  pierced  thy  matchless  breast  of  snow, 
Woe  unto  me  !  for  ever  woe  !  " 
He  flung  himself  upon  his  knee  ; 

He  kiss'd  her  cold  and  senseless  hand  : 
He  cursed  the  black-browed  Osmanlie  : 

His  tears  sank  deep    into  the  sand. 
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That  sound — that  yell — that  wild  halloo — 
Allah  11  Allah  !— Allah  Hu  !— 
That  rushing  band  in  white  array, 
With  glitt'ring  steel  portends  the  fray. 
"  Chieftain — my  chief — away  !  away  ! 
They  come  " — and  Osman  from  the  sand 
Slowly  as  wounded  warrior  rose, 
And  leaning  heavy  on  his  brand, 
Intently  mark'd  the  nearmost  foes. 
"  'Tis  well — these  caitiffs  yet  shall  feel 
What  desperate  valour  nerves  my  zeal. 
When  all  the  heart  delights  upon 
From  its  bright  bower  is  rent  and  gone, 
Better  to  die  and  be  at  rest 
Than  live  all  cheerless  and  alone, 
Better  than  Anguish  for  a  guest 
To  lie  beneath  thy  turban'd  stone. 
My  doom  is  fix'd,  this  hour  shall  see 
My  death — my  God  I  come  to  Thee  ! 
Chieftain  away  ! — I  hold  the  gate  : 
My  arm  is  strong,  my  steel  is  true, 
Away  ! —  before  'twill  be  too  late  "  : 
Back  from  the  gate  his  chief  he  drew  ; 
One  tender  glance  on  Leyli  threw  ; 
Dash'd  from  his  eye  the  gather'd  tear — 
"  Farewell,  my  Kan  ! — my  Leyli  dear  ! 
Brave  Hamal  waits  thee  by  the  shore — 
Farewell ! — my  race  is  all  but  o'er." 
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He  turn'd  him  back — "  One  gallant  strife,' 
He  cried,  "  and  then  good-bye  to  life." 

He  met  the  foe,  and  long  they  strove, 
But  strove  in  vain  to  win  their  way, 

Till  fiercer  sped,  a  falchion  drove 
Through  his  broad  breast  at  break  of  day. 
When  o'er  the  hill  the  first  red  ray 
Waved  wreathing  round  its  crag  of  gray, 
His  bright,  brave  spirit  wing'd  away. 
The  last  thought  ere  that  spirit  sped — 

Ere  dull  oblivion  wrapt  his  mind, 
Was  all  of  thee — the  maid  who  bled, 

Naught  of  the  world  he  left  behind  : 
The  last  word  that  his  lips  might  frame 
Was  all  of  thee — 'twas  Leyli's  name. 
And  he  is  gone  where  all  must  go, 
The  madden'd  wretch,  the  victor  foe, 

The  tyrant  and  the  slave  ; 
And  left  no  record  but  his  name, 
The  deed  this  tale  has  given  to  fame, 

No  monument,  no  grave. 


With  tott'ring  step  and  panting  breath, 
And  sob  that  rent  his  straining  breast, 

And  features  rigid,  fix'd  as  death 

Through  stream  and  brake  young  Selim  prest, 

Still  in  his  arms  the  Maiden  bore, 
A  dear,  but  deadly  burden  now  ; 
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Each  footstep  left  its  print  in  gore  ; 

Each  fathom  saw  the  warrior  bow 
More  feebly  o'er  his  precious  load. 
The  brake,  the  grove,  the  toilsome  road, 
The  steep  incline,  the  winding  bay — 
Praise  Allah,  thus  who  kept  his  way  ! 
Now  sunk  in  night  behind  him  lay  ; 
One  effort  more — hail  holy  smile  ! 

Oh  sure  from  Heaven  that  radiance  won  ! 
Before  his  step  the  Temple's  aisle  : 

The  strife  was  fought,  the  journey  done. 

Far  palely  burn'd  a  fitful  flame  ; 
Forth  from  yon  charnel  vault  it  came  ; 
The  vacant  niche,  the  fretted  stone, 
The  riven  tomb  were  plainly  shown  ; 
And  'mid  the  twilight  glist'ning  white, 
Full  many  a  column  met  the  sight, 
Which  long  in  murky  darkness  lain 
Now  hail'd  the  living  light  again  ; 
And  shape  and  shade  for  ever  new 
Amid  the  ancient  cloisters  threw. 
The  altar's  relics  gleam'd  and  flash'd 

Beneath  that  fire's  mysterious  ray  : 
In  distant  aisles  the  echoes  clash'd 

As  Selim  held  his  tott'ring  way. 

'Tis  reach'd — Bismillah  ! — on  the  floor 
That  instant  drops  his  fainting  frame  : 
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The  altar  steps  are  drench'd  with  gore 

That  from  his  wounded  bosom  came. 
One  hand — one  trembling  hand  he  raises 

To  staunch  the  flood,  but  all  in  vain  ; 
Dim  on  his  eye  the  altar  blazes, 

He  ne'er  shall  rise  from  earth  again. 
His  head  falls  lowly — on  her  breast, 

On  Leyli's  breast  he  sinks  to  sleep  ; 
One  arm  around  her  still  is  prest — 

Ah,  now  he  ne'er  shall  sin  or  weep  ! 

*  #  #  #  # 

Beneath  that  flame  the  chancel  glows  ; 

And  still  more  bright  the  altar  shines ; 
Still  from  its  secret  fountain  flows 

The  stream,  and  through  the  riven  wall 

Drips  down  and  round  the  altar  twines ; 
And  plays  sweet  music  in  its  fall, 
Which  plaintive  wakes  the  ancient  hall. 
Angel  of  Death  !  does  Hell  conspire, 
Or  Heaven  to  wake  the  Vestal  fire  ? 
Oh  !  can  that  weird  and  ghostly  ray 
Reanimate  the  senseless  clay, 
Return  the  Spirit  pass'd  away  ? 
Up  from  the  floor  the  maiden  raises — 
Upon  the  altar's  brightness  gazes, 
With  eye  that  widens  as  it  looks, 
Then  turns  away,  nor  further  brooks 
Its  flash — oh  !  has  she  seen  the  form, 

That  on  its  broken  marble  lies — 
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The  form  untouch'd  by  change  or  worm — 

Her  Chief — oh  !  has  it  caught  her  eyes  ? 
Around  it  many  a  flower  is  laid, 
And  many  a  woodland  garland  braid 
Which  ne'er  was  twined  by  monk  or  maid  ; 
And  dash'd  and  torn,  an  orange  flower 
Lies  on  thy  chisell'd  lip,  young  Giaour. 

Wild  is  her  eye  :  her  face  how  pale  : 

A  lily  rent  by  wintry  gale, 

Looks  not  more  crush'd  and  torn  and  wane 

Than  she  who  stands  by  yonder  fane. 

Down  at  her  feet,  before  her  lies 

Young  Selim  drench'd  in  gore  ; 
Upon  his  brow  the  ghost  light  dies  : 

It  cannot  white  it  more  : 
His  strife  is  fought,  his  race  is  o'er. 
And  close  beside  him  on  the  floor, 

With  mingling  blood  the  brooklet  runs, 
And  o'er  those  ancient  marks  of  gore 

That  still  are  there  though  countless  suns 
Through  the  high  heavens  have  pass'd, 

And  on  those  stains  a  trembling  ray 
Each  day  of  sunlit  mercy  cast — 

In  vain  they  will  not  bleach  away. 

Yes,  o'er  that  spot  where  ages  gone 

A  martyr'd  prelate  bled, 
From  secret  fount,  through  riven  stone, 
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To  God  and  Seraphs  only  known, 

That  crystal  streamlet  led. 
But  still  unwashed  those  stains  remain  : 
The  sunlit  beam,  the  wave  is  vain — 
But  God  Himself  can  cleanse  the  stain. 
She  sees  it  all ;  she  turns  to  fix 
Her  glance  upon  that  Crucifix ; 
And  at  the  instant  marks  the  face  : 
The  loved  dear  lineaments  can  trace. 
She  stretches  forth  one  hand  on  high  : 
The  other  blinds  her  aching  eye — 
Oh,  why  'mid  death  did  she  not  die  ! 
God  of  my  fathers  !  tell  me  why  ? 
Her  hair  around  her  falls  in  shade 

As  dark  as  plumes  the  raven's  wing, 
In  many  a  tress,  and  many  a  braid, 

Wild  as  her  snow-white  arm  can  fling  : 
The  white  entara  heaves  and  falls 

With  every  sob  her  bosom  gave  ; 
But  stain'd  and  torn — she  wildly  calls 

For  death  to  join  her  stricken  brave  : 
One  mortal  stroke  to  still  the  pain 
Which  gnaws  her  heart  and  burns  her  brain 
She  cries  to  God — nor  cries  in  vain. 
Down  by  her  Chieftain's  side  she  bent, 
Wild,  madly  viewed  those  features  o'er, 
Each  dear  familiar  lineament, 
White  as  the  foam  wave  on  the  shore  ; 
The  gaping  breast,  the  clotted  gore  : 
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Prest  on  those  breathless  lips  a  kiss 
But  known  in  heaven,  nor  dreamt  in  this 
Her  tearless  eye  a  moment  fired — 
Then  in  the   blissful  deed  expired. 


Though  sunset  brightens   on  the   steepmost  hill, 
'Tis    darkness    now   on   high   Zamara's    towers ; 
There  is  a  sigh  upon  her  garden  rill ; 

There  is  a  voice  amid  her  vine-clad  bowers — 
Hark  !  by  yon  gay  kiosk,  where  silvern  showers 
Of  almond  blooms  bedeck  its  marble  stair, 

The  sounds  of  Grief  in  loud  upswellings  fill 
The  vacant  winds,  the  Harem's  galleries  fair  : 
It  is  the  dirge  of  death,  the  anthem  of  despair. 

Loudly  ye  weep  ;  the  fatal  blow  is  sped  ; 

The  Voice  of  Joy  hath  melted  into  Woe  : 

Proud  Chief,  who  sat  in  state,  thy  daughter's  dead  ! 

Across  thine  aged  limbs  the  sackcloth  throw. 

He  whom  thou  lov'dst  himself  hath  dealt  theblow  : 
The  Virgin  bud  is  riven  ere  its  bloom — 

The  crescent  paled  before  her  breast  of  snow  ; 
And  now,  behold  ! — accursed  thy  tyrant  gloom, 
Behold  the  dark  blue  wave,  the  cypress  and  the 
tomb  ! 

Dark  is  thy  brow  ;  but  shorn  of  all  its  pride  : 
Lone   in   thy   porphyry   hall   thou   sit'st   aloft  ; 
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And  far  the  high-crown' d  turban's  dash'd  aside, 
And  o'er  thy  lips  the  mutter'd  accents  oft 
Break  forth  in  prayer,  that  once  thy  tongue  had 

scoffed. 
Loudly  to  Allah  call :  the  hand  of  Fate 

Upon  thy  brow  hath  dealt  thee  blow  too  soft  ! 
But  who  can  prophesy  what  dooms  await — 
The    spoiler  now  is  spoil'd,  his  home  is  deso- 
late ! 

Weep  thee  salt   tears  of  anguish  o'er  the  dead  ; 

And  teach  thy  heart  to  know  the  pangs  of  pain  ; 
But   what    avail ! — the   Voice,    the    song   is   fled  : 

What's  pass'd  away  is  never  turn'd  again. 
Lift  up  thy  hands  and  plead,  but  all  in  vain  : 

Thy  Prophet  hears  thee  not — shall  Allah  hear  ? 
Can  tears  assuage  ;    can  anguish  wash  the  stain — 

The  stain  of  Guilt — the  heritage  of  fear  ? 

No — though  in  endless  flood  life  roll'd  from  year 
to  year  ! 

Hark  !  by  yon  stream  the  loud  Wul-wullehs  still 

In  weeping  chants  bewail  the  virgin  dead  ; 
Their  echoes  linger  round  the  topmost  hill  : 
O'er  the  cold  bride  the  village   maidens  shed, 
What  sorrowing  tears  :    alas  that  she  who  bled 
Was  sleeping  coldly,  silent  in  the  grave  ; 

And  none  might  know  where  lay  that  narrow 
bed— 
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None,  but  on  Ocean's  breast  the  deep  blue  wave, 
That  wash'd  the  white  sea  shells  below  her  nameless 
cave  ! 

He  hears  the  wailing  accents  of  distress  : 

He  hears — and  from  the  floor  uplifts  his  glance  ; 
The  marble  floor  where  oft  with  floating  tress, 

The  light-toed  Almehs  twined  in  fairy  dance. 

He  saw  the  conquer'd  flags,  the  scimitar,  the 

lance  ; 
And  naught  but  these  ?    no  figure  in  the  halls  ? 

No  gay  chimariote  pacing   on  his  stance 
With  white  capote  that  o'er  each  shoulder  falls, 
And  in  his  eye  the  dreams  which  hold  his  heart  in 
thralls. 

Yes,  all  is  loneliness ! — there  is  no  sound ; 

Not  even  the  echo  of  a  muffled  tread  ; 
No  stir  of  life  within  that  lofty  bound  : 

It  seems  the  very  sepulchre  of  Dread — • 
The  tomb  of  living  Death,  the  vaulted  bed 

Of  those  who  are  apportion'd  unto  ill : 
Through  the  high  lattice  but  one  beam  may  shed 

From    yonder    Mosque    its    holy    twilight    still, 

Fair  fing'ring  through  the  Gloom  from  the   old 
casement  sill. 

Where  now  the  roar  of  festival,  the  glee, 
The  clash  of  martial  music  and  the  sway 
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Of  heron  plumes,  the  bright-garb'd  Galiongee, 
The  Moslem  pashas  in  their  jewell'd  array  : 

Where  the  gay  train  ;  the  joy  of  yesterday  ? 
Look  forth  ! — the  fleets  which  crowded  the  blue 
sea 

Like  snowflakes  have  departed — lo  !  the  bay 

Is    tenantless — what    hath    been    yet    must    be  : 
In  Pleasure's  flower  oft  set  is  pale-faced  Misery  ! 

'Tis  o'er  :  the  present  is  our  own,  but  how 
Swift-footed  passeth,  and  the  word  "  'Tis  o'er  " 

Brings  mem'ry  gath'ring  on  our  careless  brow  ; 

And  we  must  pain  on  what  is  ever  more  ; 

And  ask  the  pale-eyed  question,  as  before 

Thousands  have  ask'd — if  we  can  hope  to  win 

O'er  the  frail  bridge  which  binds  the  Blissful  Shore 
With  this  too  transient  clime  ;    for  all  must  sin, 
Die,  mingle  dust  with  dust — but  who  shall  enter 
in  ? 

And  shalt  thou  question,  dark-brow'd  Chieftain  ! — 
thou 

Whose  heart  was   steel'd   to   pity — can   it    feel, 
So  stern  it  was  and  is,  for  broken  vow, 

For  magic  arts,  for  lack  of  godly  zeal — 
For  aught  but  power  and  riches  to  enwheel 

Thyself  with  guardian  slaves,  and  pomp  of  state  ; 
To  see  Ambition  low  before  thee  kneel ; 

And  offer  with  mute  hands  the  crown  of  Fate, 

And  bid  attendant  fiends  around  thy  Divan  wait  ? 
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And  shall  the  Heaven  that  heard  not  Leyli's  prayer 

Return  a  sweet-lipp'd  comfort  to  thy  heart  ? 
Shall  Allah  kiss  away  the  self-made  care, 

And  pluck  from  out  thy  breast  the  poison'd  dart  ? 
And  Zatanai  standing  far  apart, 

Watch  thee  with  burning  eyes,  his  riven  prey  ? 
No  ! — even  now  his  fingers  clutch  thy  heart, 

The  tale  is  counted — ha  ! — th'  appointed  day, 
The    Voice  of    Judgment  calls — art    thou,   proud 
Thing,  but  clay  ? 

'Tis  night  :  the  burning  fount  of  day 
Hath  sunk  resplendently  away ; 
And  starlight  gilds  the  ruined  tower, 
Which  stood,  and  stands  until  this  hour 
A  Monument  of  Grecian  power  ; 
And  flings  its  shadow  on  the  wave 
That  hence  shall  be  its  nameless  grave. 
'Tis  night,  but  night  when  sea  and  sky 
Like  fairy  worlds  before  thee  lie  : 
'Tis  night — but  darkness  hath  no  power 
To  disenchant  this  beauteous  hour  ; 
And  silent  by  the  river's  flow 
The  sad  Wul-Wulleh's  notes  of  woe. 
The  Koran  chanter's  hymn  is  o'er  : 
Upon  the  sands  that  gird  the  shore, 
The  prowling  wild  dog  stills  his  howl, 
Sniffs  at  the  air,  and  licks  his  jowl ; 
Or  sneaks  beneath  the  Harem  wall 
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To  hold  a  ghastly  carnival. 

And  the  vulture  flits  on  its  wings  away  : 

Its  shadow  is  dark  on  the  breast  of  the  bay  : 

It  gives  but  a  shriek  and  circles  around, 

Then  lights  on  the  tree  on  the  steepmost  ground  ; 

And  watches   the  Ocean,   the  sands   of  the  bay, 

And  the  wild  dog  crunching  the  bones  of  his  prey. 


'Tis  the  night,  'tis  the  close  of  a  dismal  day ; 
For  Azrael  hath  been  in  the  halls  of  the  Chief  ; 

The  Dervish  hath  bent  him  in  sorrow  to  pray  : 

The  Virgin  is  rent  in  her  blooming  away ; 

The  Scourge  of  the  Christian  hath  died  in  the  fray  : 
The  Lord  of  Zamara  is  pale  in  his  grief. 
He  look'd  him  forth  upon  the  night : 
He  mark'd  the  Ocean  spangled  bright 
With  all  those  Angel  isles  of  light, 
Hung  in  the  sky  by  Allah's  hand. 
He  saw  the  shining  fringe  of  sand  : 
All  seem'd  so  fair — why  in  his  breast 
Alone  this  eve  was  such  unrest  ? 
Why  he  of  all  be  so  unblest  ? 
Away — away  !  such  demon  dread — 
Folly  accursed  !  by  folly  bred  : 
How  weak  my  heart  when  it  can  feel — 
Feel — yes  ! — alas,  oh  Paynim  steel ! 
Would  to  my  heart  thy  with'ring  force 
Had  pass'd  and  left  its  lord  a  corse  : 
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Would  that  this  day  had  never  broken 

Upon  my  brow,  or  found  it  chill ; 
For  she  hath  gone  and  left  no  token — 
Oh,  agony  that  will  not  kill ! 
Then  would  this  pain  be  ever  still. 
I  shudder — no,  I  cannot  die  : 
Oh  !  since  this  morn,  before  mine  eye 
A  crimson  veil  has  shook  and  waved  ; 
And  fearful  scenes  have  mock'd  and  raved 
In  madd'ning  clearness  to  my  glance  ; 
And  pierced  my  soul  as  never  lance 
Could  wound  though  poisoned  to  the  tip 
With  venom  from  a  demon's  lip. 
And  it  but  stings,  and  stings  again  ; 
So  scorpion-like  that  oft — but  vain, 
With  fever'd  hands  I've  sought  the  pain 
Upon  my  brow — 'tis  in  my  brain. 

0  Allah  ! — quench  this  living  fire  ! 
Thou  dost  not  hear — accursed  ire  ! 

1  fear  thee  not — All  Merciful — misnamed  : 
It  burns,  it  withers — yet  I  die  untamed  ! 

But  soon  was  pass'd  the  anguish'd  throe 
Which  all  but  hurled  him  to  the  tomb  ; 

And  to  his  brow  enlined  with  woe 

Returned  the  Tyrant's  dauntless  gloom  : 
"  Hail  then  !  "  he  cried,  "  whatever  my  doom  ! 

Welcome  the  deepest  caves  of  Hell, 

If  he  who  work'd  this  woe  shall  dwell 
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Beside  me  'neath  its  fiery  sky, 

And  sheath'd  in  flames  of  torment  cry  : 

Enough  though  girdled  with  the  same, 

I'll  sing  and  laugh  the  living  flame 

To  scorn  that  licks  my  wither'd  frame." 

And  he  clenched  his  hands,  and  he  shook  them  there  : 
He  mock'd  all  things  in  the  earth  and  the  air  : 
All  that  was  beautiful,  all  that  was  fair. 
And  he  look'd  him  forth  from  his  Moslem  hold  ; 
And  he  mark'd  on  the  rock  the  moonbeams  cold  ; 
The  deep  where  their  lights  were  changefully  roll'd. 
And  he  laugh'd  aloud  in  his  tyrant  glee, 
When  he  saw  the  dogs  by  the  evening  sea, 
Tearing    and  crunching  the    bones  of  the  dead  ; 
The  vulture  which  sat  on  the  rocks  o'erhead. 
And  ever  anon  would  his  wings  outspread, 
And  flapp'd  and  scream'd  as  the  scavengers  fed. 

Changeful  of  mood  the  Tyrant  seems  : 

Upon  his  hand  his  head  inclines ; 
But  though  his  eye  no  longer  gleams, 

Upon  his  brow  no  calmness  shines  : 
He  sits  high  throned  above  the  seas 
Enchain'd  to  brood  o'er  Memories. 
Is  it  of  Love  or  home  he  thinks, 

Of  early  childhood's  simple  days  ? 
Alas  !  since  then  what  darksome  brinks 

His  feet  have  trod,  what  devious  ways  : 
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Sins,  crimes,  atrocities,  behold, 
Within  that  gulf  are  redly  roll'd. 
His  left  hand  strikes  his  hilted  sword  : 
He  draws  it  forth —  "  accursed  ! — abhorr'd," 
He  cries,  "  with  this  has  all  been  done — 
Blood — blood  in  streaming  tides  has  run  ; 
And  Friendship's  claim  was  little  heard  ; 
And  gratitude  was  long  deferr'd  ; 
Till  even  mem'ry  deem'd  it  dead, 
And  shaped  Forgetfulness  its  bed." 
And  he  casts  it  down,  and  he  turns  him  round  : 
The  halls  and  the  galleries  drink  the  sound  ; 
But  return  it  again  with  an  awful  clang, 
Which  beats  on  the  walls  where  scimitars  hang, 
And  shrieks  as  it  circles  the  silken  divan 
Where  sits  in  his  sack-cloth  the  fierce  Mussulman. 

The  echoes  have  died  in  the  desolate  halls  ; 
And  silence  far  fmg'ring  about  as  it  falls, 
Has  found  its  old  resting  on  cornice  and  shield, 
And  the  dust-cover'd  flags  with  their  blood-red  field. 
No  stir — but,  yes  ! — a  little  sound, 
Such  as  a  Zephyr's  breath  had  bound, 
Far  distant  from  the  galleries  came  ; 
So  faint — it  scarce  deserved  the  name 
Of  Echo,  or  of  straying  strings, 
Or  rustle  from  a  sea-bird's  wings. 
Nearer — more  near — within  the  hall 
The  tott'ring  tread  of  footsteps  fell, 
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A  darker  shade  upon  the  wall — 
Alas  !  this  is  no  ermite's  cell : 
Why  at  this  hour — what  does  he  here  ? — 
Yon  aged  wan-cheek'd  Caloyer. 
'Tis  reach'd — beside  that  rich  divan, 
He  scann'd  the  fierce-eyed  Mussulman  ; 
The  sheathless  blade  upon  the  floor  ; 
The  gloom  the  Pasha's  features  wore, 
His  fierce-eyed  question,  and  the  hand 
Which  sought  but  found  no  hilted  brand. 
"  By  Mecca's  shrine  ! — but  who  art  thou  ?  " 
His   left   hand   press'd   his    throbbing   brow ; 
"  What  power  hath  raised  thee — art  or  spell, 
Angel  of  Heaven,  or  Death,  or  Hell  ? 

Whence     comest    thou    here  ?— ha  ! ha  ! 

'tis  vain ; 

Thou  canst  not  wrack  with  fiercer  pain 
Than  what  is  burning  in  my  brain. 
If  thou  art  He  whom  men  call  still 
The  Chief  of  demons — Prince  of  111, 
Here  is  my  hand,  can  even  thrill 
Through  my  full  pulse  such  liquid  flame- 
Accursed  fiend  ! — without  a  name — 
I  care  not  for  thy  fiery  cell : 
Within,  O  Eblis !  this  is  Hell." 

"  Monster,  accurs'd,  foredoom'd,  behold 
Him  whom  in  elder  days  foretold 
Thy  direful  end,  this  woeful  day 
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When  Heaven  and  Mercy  turn'd  away, 
And  sweet  Repentance  sunk  her  ray 
Before  thy  guilt's  tremendous  sway. 
Behold  ! — but  clutch  not  for  thy  blade, 
Beneath  my  feet  in  fragments  laid — 
AH,  the  Prankish  renegade. 
Ah,  dost  thou  start ! — thine  injured  friend 

Hath  come  to  claim  what  once  he  gave 
Into  thy  charge  to  cherish  tend — 

My  treasured  wealth,  my  children  brave — 

Where    are    they  ? — speak  ! — bloodthirsty 

slave  ! 
Thrice  perjured  Wretch  ! — thy  tongue  is  still — 

No  ! — hold  not  out  thy  hands  to  me 
Red-stain'd  by  murder — Allah's  will 

To  judgment  hath  apportion'd  thee  ! 
Azur — my  child  ! — do  I  not  know 
He  of  the  twain  first  felt  thy  blow  : 
That  hand  in  secret  murder  vers'd, 
With  poison'd  dagger  pierced  his  breast. 
And  Selim  of  the  fiery  heart, 

My  cherish'd  child  so  fair  of  frame  : 
Alas  !  that  Azrael  loosed  his  dart — 

Thou  art  a  mem'ry  and  a  name. 
But  who  foredoom'd,  with  tyrant  zeal 

What  Voice  the  crimson  mandate  gave, 
That  lit  the  torch  and  bade  the  steel 

From  its  accursed  scabbard  wave  ? 
'Twas  thee,  'twas  thine — accusing  guilt ! — 
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Thy  hands  with  blood  are  redly  gilt, 
And  on  thy  brow  one  crimson  ray 
Hath  seal'd  thy  soul  from  heaven  away. 
But  hark  ! — the  doom  long  ages  told 
Shall  on  thy  felon  head  be  rolPd  : 
Long  hours  indeed  has  Mercy's  day, 
But  they  have  wing'd  from  thee  away  ; 
And  now  the  rustle  of  their  plumes 
Is  only  heard  'mid  twilight  glooms, 
Like  a  faint  stir,  when  midnight  swoops 

On  cypress  branches,  glist'ning  tombs, 
Or  when  a  wave  of  incense  droops 

On  blooming  flowers  and  ferny  plumes. 
Such  to  thy  dark  and  tyrant  mind 
The  hymn  that  Mercy  leaves  behind  ; 
Such  on  thy  brow  the  black  regret 
Which  glooms  when  Mercy's  sun  is  set. 
Within  yon  cave  my  steps  have  been  ; 

These  lips  have  kiss'd  the  sacred  dead  ; 
These  hands  have  twined  them  wreaths  of  green; 

These  eyes  thy  direful  doom  have  read  : 
In  letter'd  characters  of  flame 
Upon  my  glance  the  message  came, 
Red  wreathed  and  finger'd  on  the  walls 
Within  yon  temple's  dusky  halls. 
Last  of  an  iron  race  thou  art  : 
Thy  daughter's  dead,  thy  hope  is  o'er  ; 
Prepare  from  earth,  from  life  to  part — 
The  step  of  Azrael  treads  the  floor  !  " 
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Not  paler  rises  the  unshaken  snow 

O'er  the  tall  minarets  in  Brusa's  Vale  ; 

Not  wilder  looks  the  drowning  seamen   throw 
To  the  blue  heavens  where  wane-eyed  planets  sail — 

Alas,  for  thee  shall  only  fiends  bewail, 

Proud  Chief  ! — than  thou  enthroned  on  thy  divan, 

Cast  fearful  on  the  tott'ring  prophet  pale  : 

What  gusts  of  presage  shake  the  holy  Man  ! — 
"  Woe  !    woe  to  thee,"  he  cried,    "  red-handed 
Mussulman  !  " 

Then  from  the  trance,  which  horror  gave 

Of  palsy  to  each  shrinking  limb, 
The  Tyrant  waked  : — "  What  Paynim  slave  ! — 
What  power  hath  rent  thine  ocean  grave  ? 
What  matter  if  the  beaker's  brim 
No  more  with  rosy  wine  may  swim  ? 
Although  loud  rung  the  pebble-stone 
Within  the  golden  hanap  thrown  : 
Welcome  the  doom  whate'er  it  be 
Which  bears  this  living  hell  from  me. 
But  think  not,  pale-cheeked  Caloyer, 
Judgment  or  Paynim  curse  I  fear  : 
Not  last  of  all  my  race  I  am  ; 
Ozair,  the  fair-hair'd  Camicam, 
Still  lives — still  treads  the  deck  of  fame, 
Still  o'er  him  waves  the  flag  of  green  : 
Before  his  prow — before  his  name 
Behold  in  flight  the  Nazarene  ! 
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Their  frigates  o'er  the  deep  careen  ; 
With  hurtling  shriek  the  shot  is  sent, 
The  splinter'd  mast — the  bulwarks  rent  ; 
In  craven  fear  '  Amaun  '  they  cry ; 
In  vain — the  dogs  of  Malta  die." 
Thus  swelling  forth  with  warrior  pride, 

Redly  on  Omar's  features  came 
A  gleam,  as  o'er  the  sunset  tide 

May  instant  glow  in  crimson  flame  : 
Soon  pass'd — and  as  that  wave  is  shrouded, 
With  sullen  gloom  his  brow  was  clouded  : 

Oh  !  darkly  and  changelessly  gather'd  it  lay, 
Like  the  gloom  which  enwrappeth  the  soulless  clay, 
Like   the  chariot  cloud  on  which  Azrael  flies, 
Alone  through  the  darkness  the  gleam  of  his  eyes 
Which  pierces  the  soul  of  the  craven  who  dies. 
And  he  laugh'd  him  aloud  in  his  scornful  glee  : 
He  mock'd  the  Hamako — "  the  saint  of  the  sea  " 
So  he  call'd  him,  and  swore  that  no  curse  could  be  ; 
No  anathema  fall  on  his  head,  or  his  heir  ; 
"  Oh  !  "  he  cried  in  his  madness,  "  he's  fair — he's 

fair  ; 

And  the  Paynim  must  fly  when  his  galley  is  seen, 
And  his  place  is  wherever  their  bravest  have  been  ; 
The  Curse  of  the  Ancient — lo  !    here  'tis  defied, 
I  fear  not  thy  Devil,  thy  Jesu  !  "  he  cried. 

Then  kindled  the  ire  of  the  Prophet,  I  ween, 
A  flush  on  his  forehead,  a  flash  in  his  eye  ; 

360 


LEYLI 

The  palsy  of  weakness  no  longer  was  seen  ; 

His  right  hand  in  menace  was  lifted  on  high, 
But  only  this  gesture — no  prophecy  came  : 
His  lips  never  utter'd  a  word  or  a  name  ; 
And  silent  he  stood  like  a  seer  from  the  dead 
By  secret  of  magic  compell'd  from  his  bed. 
'Twas  pass'd — and  an  echo  was  heard  like  a  knell ; 
And — Hark  ! — from  the  lips  of  the  Prophet  there 

fell— 
"  Dark  Tyrant,  I  hear  'tween  the  Mosque  and  the 

flood 
The  hoof-falls  that  herald  the  avenger  of  blood." 

'Tis  distant  heard — 'tis  nearer  born  ; 
From  shore  and  vale  is  silence  torn, 
And  Echo  answers  loud  and  shrill 
From  the  dark  wood  and  craggy  hill. 
And  now  the  hoof-beats  reach  the  ridge, 

And  bend  them  by  the  Harem  wall ; 
And  now  their  course  is  o'er  the  bridge, 

And  now — a  step  is  in  the  hall — 
An  armoured  foot  :  it  bears  its  way 

With  ring  and  clang  resounding  loud  ; 
And  there  behold  by  yonder  ray, 

A  Christian  knight — a  warrior  proud. 
The  red-cross  shines  upon  his  breast ; 

His  white  surcoat  hath  many  a  stain  ; 
Above  his  casque  a  dinted  crest ; 

His  plated  gorget  riven  in  twain. 
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He  bears  him  on — "  'tis  reach'd  at  last  : 

Jesu,  to  Thee  be  praise,"  he  cries, 
"  The  fight  is  o'er,  the  journey  past, 

And  now  the  Moslem  caitiff  dies. 
No  !  " — and  the  falchion,  gleaming  cold, 

Falls  through  the  dusky  twilight  down, 
Like  the  curved  moon  through  darkness  roll'd 

Which  sleeps  upon  the  mountains  brown. 
"  No  ! — death  were  not  enough  for  thee, 

Fell  Tyrant,  of  a  tyrant  race, 
Live — but  be  curs'd  immortally, 

And  find  on  earth  no  resting  place  : 
Accurs'd  of  Heaven,  adjudged  to  Hell, 

Live,  but  within  thy  wither'd  frame 
May  wrath,  may  woe,  may  torment  dwell 

And  scorch  with  more  than  Eblis  flame." 


And  the  Warrior  held  in  his  hand  of  mail 
Down  pointed  a  stave  with  its  silken  sail  : 
It  left  on  the  marble  a  gruesome  trail ; 
And  its  folds  were  enhued  till  scarce  could  be  seen 
'Tween  the  ridges  of  purple  its  colours  of  green. 
And  he  cast  it  adown  at  the  feet  of  the  Kan  ; 
And  he  called  in  his  wrath  to  the  fierce  Mussulman: — 
"  Sir  Norman  of  Malta,  base  Chieftain,  I  am, 
And  there  is  the  flag  of  the  fair  Camicam. 
In  the  gulf  of  Lepanto  his  galley  was  seen  ; 
And  I  tore  down  ere  sunset  his  banner  of  green  : 
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This  falchion  hath  pierced  through  the  Infidel's 

breast ; 

The  Ocean  knows  only  the  place  of  his  rest  : 
The  battle  is  fought  and  the  victory  is  won, 
My  Chief  is  avenged,  and  my  journey  is  done." 

He    totters — he    falls — by   yon    column    of   stone, 
He  leans  in  his  weakness — he  gives  but  a  groan  : 
His  Visor  is  open,  his  face,  it  is  pale  ; 
The   Surcoat   in   tatters,   the   blood   on   his   mail, 
The   dint   on   the   cuirass   that   covers   his   breast, 
The  glint  of  the  griffin  he  bears  as  a  crest  ; 
All  vividly  shown  by  the  star-given  ray, 
Aghast  for  a  moment,  then  shudders  away  : 
The  flag  with  the  colour  of  battle  enhued  ; 
The  hilt  of  the  falchion  with  crimson  embrued 
The  Prophet  of  Menace,  the  Victim  of  Doom, 
The  flitting  of  Starlight  enweaving  the  gloom, 
All  show  like  a  picture  engraven  on  Time — 
The    prophet — the    victim — the    judgment — the 
crime. 

'Tis  midnight — 'tis  the  dreaded  hour 
When  Spirits  of  the  dead  have  power 
To  waken  from  their  dust  again, 
And  press  the  earth,  and  flit  the  main  ; 
And  ponder  on  their  deeds  of  yore 
When  Earth  a  mightier  Nation  bore  : 
When  Grecian  valour  pressing  on 

363 


LEYLI 

Won  the  red  field  of  Marathon  ; 
And  young  Iskender's  mountain  sword 
Bore  back  the  hosts  of  Iran's  lord  : 
And  many  a  matchless  victory  won  ; 
And  many  a  deathless  wreath  of  fame, 
The  gorgeous  regions  of  the  Sun, 
And  many  a  templed  shrine  of  flame, 
And  crowns  and  sceptres  many  a  one, 
Set  whence  the  floods  of  Indus  came, 
Alas !  that  these  are  but  a  name, 
Ye  pond'ring  spirits  of  the  dead  ! 
Time's  wing  hath  rolled  oblivion  on 
Where  Persian  Satrap  fought  and  bled  : 
On  thy  red  field,  O  Marathon  ! 
'Tis  midnight  by  the  Harem  wall — 
'Tis  midnight  in  Zamara's  hall, 
Upon  the  wood,  the  isle,  the  flood, 
The  shore  bestrewn  with  bones  and  blood. 

The  vulture  no  longer  sits  dark  o'er  the  wave, 
The  wild  dog  is  gorged  and  asleep  in  his  cave  ; 
The  land  is  deserted  :  the  night  is  so  still 
The  rustle  of  leaves  is  borne  down  from  the  hill ; 
And  the  foam  by  the  seashore  unshaken  may  lie 
By  the  touch  of  a  ripple,  or  sound  of  a  sigh. 

All  silent  in  Zamara's  hold — 

All  stillness  at  the  midnight  hour  : 

No  echo  through  her  chambers  roll'd  ; 
No  breath  within  her  vaulted  tower, 
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But  deeply  from  the  wounded  Giaour 
A  passing  sob  to  roll  away 
Like  tambour  note  at  set  of  day, 
In  muffled  echoes,  wand'ring  far 
On  shield  and  spear  and  bolt  and  bar, 
And  leave  more  chill — more  gruesome — dumb 
The  distant  halls  from  where  they  come. 
But  this — the  Priest  no  word  hath  spoken  : 
The  Pasha  ne'er  that  spell  hath  broken  ; 
But  dumb  and  pale  as  carven  stone 
He  gazes  on  the  banner  prone 
Upon  the  floor  bedrench'd  and  red, 
With  eye  that  wink'd  not — ne'er  had  fled  : 
And  ne'er  could  fly  beyond  its  stave — 
Beside  it  flung  the  Paynim's  glaive — 
Beyond  that  banner  redly  gilt, 
Beyond  that  falchion's  crimson  hilt. 

Nor  sees  the  Priest  the  Christian  knight, 
The  Pasha,  nor  the  glooms  of  night  : 
All  strike,  but  vanish  from  his  sight, 
Like  shadows  on  the  blue  serene 

Of  Ocean  strive  to  pierce  them  down, 
And  pace  the  caves  where  Nymphs  have  been 

And  Gods,  perchance,  with  sullen  frown. 
That  eye  looks  forth — but  not  on  earth  : 

What  strangely  flit  before  its  gleam  ? 
Are  they  but  fancies  ? — No,  their  birth 

Is  dread  as  Lot's  tremendous  dream  ! 
That  ear  is  strain'd — no  earthly  sound 
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May  through  its  airy  chambers  bound  : 

It  hears  the  signal  mandate  given  : 

He  waits  the  Messenger  of  Heaven. 

"  He  comes — behold,  thou  man  of  guilt, 

Those  phantom  figures  palely  gilt, 

Time's  peal  hath  rung  thy  judgment  knell — 

Woe  ! — an  eternity  of  hell." 

• " 

Thus  spoke  upon  the  Pasha's  ear 
The  dark-robed  wane-cheek'd  Caloyer  : 
With  vacant  gaze  that  tyrant  turn'd  ; 
With  eye  that  wink'd  not  as  it  burn'd  ; 
With  features  fix'd  as  carven  stone, 
And  pale  as  foam  the  beach  hath  known, 
When  Storm's  tremendous  spirit  bent 
O'er  yon  hill's  wooded  battlement. 
What  saw  he  through  the  lattice  blind  ? 
What  waked  within  that  waste  of  mind  ? 
But  shapes  of  cloud  or  wave  or  wind  ? 
What  kindled  on  his  vacant  sight, 
What  Spirit  walk'd  the  glooms  of  night  ? 
The  night  was  changed — expectant  hour  ! 
The  world  beheld  a  dreaded  power. 
Deep  in  the  womb  of  darkness  spread 
The  Seraph  Envoy  waked  the  dead, 
And  wreathed  in  mists,  but  shining  through 
The  moon  a  mystic  radiance  threw, 
Outstretch'd  upon  a  darksome  rack 
Which  warp'd  and  barr'd  her  silver  track. 
On  Hadyar's  shore,  yon  winding  bay 
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But  scarce  received  a  flick'ring  ray  : 
So  deep  the  gloom  behind  it  lay, 
Nor  bank  was  seen,  nor  haunted  hill, 
Nor  glint  of  dome,  nor  flash  of  rill ; 
Alone,  along  the  dusky  bay, 
The  white  sea-beach  bespangled  lay 
With  many  a  wildly  glorious  ray, 
Which  kiss'd  the  dusky  cliffs  with  light, 
And  died  along  the  farther  night. 

Who  come  down  winding  from  the  height? 

Who  come — with  mystic  radiance  dight — 

Phantoms  or  moving  shapes  of  light  ? 

Pale — palely  gilt  their  features  shine 

Like  charnel  fires  across  the  brine. 

On  each  side  darkness,  fray'd  away, 

Falls  back  on  woods  and  pillars  grey, 

Affrighted  that  from  out  its  womb 

Should  stalk  such  spectres  of  the  tomb. 

The  beach  is  reach'd — dark  robed  they  are, 

With  sandalPd  shoon — behold  afar, 

Still  laid  along  that  dusky  bay, 

A  high-prow'd  galley — now  their  way 

Hath  ended  by  its  side — away  ! 

What  shadowy  wings,  what  magic  gales, 

It  floats — it  moves — it  glides — it  sails  ! 

Hark — heard   ye   not   weirdly    yon   hollow- voiced 

sound  : 
Oh  !    'tis  but  an  echo  that  rolls  from  the  ground. 

367 


LEYLI 

Hark  ! — heard  ye  that  step  on  the  stair  of  the  keep, 
Like  the  groan  of  the  damn'd  when  their  anguish  is 

deep  ? 

Oh  !  'tis  but  the  sigh  of  the  Ocean  asleep. 
Hark  !-— heard  ye  yon  rustle — more  near — and  more 

near, 

Like  the  sound  of  the  Forests  when  Autumn  is  sere  ? 
Oh  !  'tis  but  a  fancy  that  mocks  in  thine  ear. 

A  spectral  band,  dark  robed  they  came 

Their  withered  features  shining  pale, 
With  eyes  deep  set  like  charnel  flame 

Or  stars  through  midnight's  misty  veil. 
Before  them  trod — what  ancient  ghost  ? 
Who  leads  the  grave-awaken'd  host 
With  step  which  scarcely  pressed  the  stone 
O'er  which  his  floating  robe  was  thrown, 
With  crosier'd  hand,  and  mitred  head, 
And  lips  as  livid  as  the  dead, 
And  trailing  robe  bespatter'd  red  ? 
'Twas  he— 'twas  Hadyar's  martyr'd  Seer  ! 
Behind  him  many  a  caloyer, 
In  dusty  sleep  for  many  a  year 
Had  lain  within  the  island's  cave, 
Till  Heaven  awoke  them  from  the  grave. 
Upon  the  phantom  Prelate's  breast 

His  beard  flow'd  down  like  waving  cloud, 
Roll'd  o'er  a  dusky  mountain  crest, 

In  form  a  mist,  in  hue  a  shroud. 
No  word  they  spoke  ;  scarce  sound  they  made 
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Than  bird  when  wing'd  through  forest  glade 
The  tott'ring  Prophet  knelt  and  pray'd  : 
The  Pasha's  burning  gaze  could  fly 
No  farther  than  the  Prelate's  eye  ; 
The  Christian  knight  forgot  to  die, 
And  from  his  bosom  raised  his  head, 
With  ghastly  glances  view'd  the  dead 
Awak'd  from  death  to  judgment  dread. 
All  silence — heaven  and  earth,  how  still ! 
The  very  air — 'twas  shudd'ring,  chill 
With  apprehension — God  and  Hell 
Beholding  each — Hark  ! — 'twas  a  knell. 
Ah  ! — no — a  weirdly  mournful  sigh 
Not  breathed  of  mortal  minstrelsy  ; 
Such  as  the  Sprite  of  midnight  cries 
Above  the  grave  where  murder  lies, 
Long  breathed  and  wailing  on  the  wind 
That  stirs  and  shakes  the  sternest  mind. 
All  silent — still  the  phantom  band  : 
With  awful  gesture  of  command, 
On  high  the  Prelate  raised  his  hand, 
Wane  as  the  flash  of  bloodless  brand  ; 
A  Crosier  clasped  within  its  palm  ; 
His  features  changeless,  fix'd  and  calm  ; 
His  gaze  on  Omar's  burning  eye  : 
A  voiceless  call : — behold  on  High 
Thy  doom  is  writ — die,  Tyrant ! — die  ! 
Within  that  eye  the  hell  fires  dimm'd 
Like  lurid  flame  on  Etna's  height, 
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Far  wildly  o'er  the  crater  brimm'd, 

Die,  and  the  mount  is  wrapt  in  night. 
His  features  fix'd  more  coldly  grim  ; 
A  stiffness  seized  each  shudd'ring  limb  ; 
One  mighty  heave  upstrain'd  his  breast 
Beneath  his  sack-cloth  girded  vest. 
A  groan,  within  that  bosom  pent, 
Gave  utterance  ere  his  soul  was  rent ; 
The  only  sound — then  from  his  selle 
He  sway'd — he  droop'd — he  bent — he  fell. 
Prone  on  the  floor  his  length  was  laid  ; 
His  forehead  press'd  the  crimson  blade  ; 
His  frame  convulsed,  one  tremble  gave  ; 
His  right  hand  grasp'd  the  standard  stave  : 
Then — then  a  pale  and  stiffening  corse, 
Untouched  by  shot  or  falchion's  force  : 
And  thus  was  Omar  turned  to  dust, 

A  thing  of  Man  and  Heaven  accurs'd. 
***** 

The  darkness  hath  faded  and  bright  is  the  sun  : 
The  winds  are  at  rest  and  the  tempest  is  done  ; 
The  morning  gives  promise  of  glory  to  come  ; 
The  shores  are  atune  and  the  woods  are  ahum. 
Oh  !  wildly  and  brightly  the  roseate  Ray 
Hath   broke   from   its   mantle   of   darkness   away ; 
And  all  the  high  cliffs  and  the  skies  are  aglow, 
As  though  the  gay  world  were  as  blithesome  below. 
Alas,  for  the  halls  where  the  banquet  hath  been  ! 
There  blackness  and  ruin  now  only  are  seen  ; 
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And,  deep  as  the  homes  of  the  Peri  may  be, 
The  island  of  Hadyar  is  sunk  in  the  sea. 
Alas,  ye  gay  bowers  !   where  the  lovers  would  meet, 
Once  lulled  into  rapture — oh,  rapture  how  sweet  ! 
By  the  song  of  the  bulbul,  the  gay  Ziraleet ; 
And  the  Voice  of  the  Shores  when  the  evening  was 

still, 

And  the  Star  of  the  midnight  rose  wane  on  the  hill. 
Alas  !  the  bright  beauty  to  ashes  hath  turn'd, 
To  blackness  as  where  the  blue  lightning  hath 

burn'd. 

The  blast  of  the  trumpet,  the  festival's  swell 
Will  mingle  no  more  with  the  clash  of  the  Zel ; 
The  trip  of  the  dancer,  the  bells  and  the  glee 
No  longer  will  ravish  the  gay  Galiongee  : 
All  silent  as  death,  and  all  hushed  as  despair, 
On  Zamara — the  wings  of  Destruction  are  there. 
The  cry  of  the  Muzzin  floats  never  in  air  ; 
Not  even  the  sound  of  the  tambour  has  stirr'd — 
Tambourgi  thy  drumming  no  more  shall  be  heard  : 
The  Chief  of  Zamara  is  pass'd  to  his  tomb, 
And  God  hath  adjudged  it  to  blackness  and  doom. 


And  thus  tradition  haunts  the  scene 
Where  fair  Zamara's  halls  have  been  ; 
And  there  the  peasant  loves  to  tell 
How  God  adjudged  that  Chieftain  fell. 
And  there,  'tis  said,  when  tempest  rolPd 
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Its  fiercest  wing  on  Omar's  hold, 

A  stranger  Dervish  saw 
The  ancient  Giaour,  the  spectral  band 
Defile  them  downward  to  the  strand, 
Embark,  raise  sail  and  leave  the  land, 

And  o'er  the  Ocean  draw. 
And  on — and  on  that  wondrous  barge 
Careen'd  till  reach'd  the  island  marge, 
Where,  then  high  toss'd  on  warring  waves, 

It  sank  in  Hadyar's  mystic  caves. 

*  #  *   '          *  * 

Home  of  the  Crescent  and  the  Slave  ! 
How  deeply  blue  thy  waters  lave — 
Shrine  of  the  Lovely  !     May  thy  rest 
Be  sooth'd  by  Anthems  of  the  Blest ; 
And  every  wave  that  heaves  its  breast 
Against  thy  darkly  shatter'd  crest, 
Be  but  the  soft  embrace  of  love, 
Its  spray  the  kiss  it  wafts  above. 
Land  of  the  Wilderness  !  the  dead  ! 
Of  Beauty's  home,  and  Glory's  bed, 
Oh  !  still  around  thee  coldly  spread 
A  halo  wreathes  thy  ruin'd  head — 
A  farewell  beam  so  coldly  wane, 
There  fixed  that  ne'er  shall  glow  again. 

LESLIE. 
FINIS 
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2  Heila— a  castle  of  the  Knights  of  Malta. 
Tambourgi — a  Turkish  drummer. 

3  Tambour — Turkish  drum. 

Muzzin — a  Mohammedan  priest  who  calls  the  Faithful  to  prayers. 

Peri — an  angel. 

Houri — the  beautiful  girls  of  Paradise. 

5  Omar — a  Turkish  pasha,  father  of  Leyli. 

6  Mochac — a  battle  where  King  Louis  of  Hungary  was   defeated  by 

the  Turkish  Sultan,  Suleyman  the  Magnificent. 
Delhis — Turkish  light  cavalry. 

7  Spahi — Turkish  feudal  cavalry. 
Paynim — Turkish  name  for  Christian. 

10    Knights  of  Malta — a  famous  religious  order  of  Knighthood. 
12    Allah — Turkish  name  for  God. 

Prophet — Mahomet  was  deemed  to  be  a  prophet  of  Allah. 

17  Othman — national  name  of  the  Turks,  the  latter  being  their  race  name. 
Abdul — name  of  a  Turkish  Pasha,  son  of  Kasmera. 

Osman — another  derivative  of  Othman. 

Mameluke — Egyptian  cavalry. 

Janisar — another  derivative  for  Janizary,  regular  Turkish  infantry. 

1 8  "  Power  which  the  Fiend  hath  raised  from  Hell " — the  Turkish  power. 

19  "Whose  rivers  three" — the  land  of  Hungary  watered  by  three  rivers. 
27    Stamboul — Constantinople. 

29    Paladins — heroes  of  ancient  France. 

31  Roman's  God — the  Caesars  were  invested  with  Divine  powers  by 

the  Roman  populace. 

32  Omar's  Hall — the  Castle  of  Zamara,  a  Turkish  fortress  on  the  Asian 

mainland. 

35  "  Mahomet's  awful  law  "—the  Koran. 

36  Dark  Seitan— Satan. 

40  "  Leslie's  ancient  buckles  three  " — arms  of  the  house  of  Leslie. 

41  Lesbos — Island  in  the   yEgean  Sea,  famous  for  its  wines. 
Scio — Island  in  the  ^Egean  Sea. 

45  Selim— adopted  son  of  Omar  Pasha,  son  of  Kasmera. 

46  "  Great  Signior's " — Italian  name  for  the  Sultan  of  Turkey. 

55    Hadyar — a  small  island  lying  close  to  the  Castle  of  Zamara,  off  the 

coast  of  Asia. 
58     Bulbul — nightingale. 
69    Leyli— the  daughter  of  Omar  Pasha. 

74  St.  Elmo — one  of  the  towers  in  the  defences  of  Rhodes. 
Langos  coast — an  island  near  Rhodes. 

Knights  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem — afterwards  of  Malta. 

75  Villiers — the  Grand  Master  of  the  Knights  of  St.  John  of  Jerusalem 

at  the  time  of  Sultan  Suleyman's  attack  on  Rhodes. 

76  Stamboul's  Lord — Sultan  Suleyman. 
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8 1  Nazarene — another  name  for  a  Christian. 

82  Rhodes — island  in  the  ^Egean  Sea,  occupied  by  the    Knights  of  St. 

John  after  they  were  ejected  from  Smyrna  by  the  Tartars. 
84     Kasmera — a  Turkish  noble,  father  of  Abdul  Pasha. 

91  Buda — Budapest,  Capital  of  Hungary. 

92  "  Dregel's   Towers  " — Castle  of  Hungary  defended  by  Zonzi    against 

Sultan  Suleyman. 
Zonzi — a  noble  and  celebrated  patriot  of  Hungary. 

93  AH  Pasha — the  Turkish  name  of  De  Gozon,  Knight  of  St.  John. 

104  Kerman's  Hills — one  of  the  mountain  ranges  of  Persia. 
Sarmarcand — Capital  of  Tamerlane. 

Shiraz — a  chief  city  of  Persia. 

105  Mithra— one  of  the  Gods  of  ancient  Persia. 
Iran — ancient  Persia. 

"  Zenda's  stream  " — river  of  Persia,  Bendemeer,  river  of  India. 

112  Eblis— Hell. 

114  Resht — a  beautiful  flower  of  Persia. 

122  Kanoon — a  maid-servant. 

123  "Bird  of  the   Bosphorus " — a  bird   that  frequents  the   Bosphorus. 

124  Syringa — guitar;   cymbal   and   atabal — Turkish   musical  instruments. 

125  Moulah — Turkish  priest. 

127  Zel — Turkish  musical  instrument. 

128  Palmyra — celebrated  kingdom  of  Arabia. 
136    Tourband — a  bird. 

140  Rayah — Turkish  peasant. 
Emir — Turkish  noble. 

141  Giaour — Turkish  name  for  Christian. 
147     Siltim — elemental. 

149  Gifas — a  Turkish  pasha. 
Abid — a  Turkish  admiral. 

150  Azur — Selim's  elder  brother. 

151  Etna — volcano  off  the  coast  of  Italy. 
Lulufer — creeper. 

161     Samos  (Samian) — island  in  the  ^Egean  Sea. 

173     Orkan — one  of  the  founders  of  the  Turkish  Empire. 

Mecca — the  Holy  of  Holies  of  the  Mohammedan  religion,  a  town  situated 
in  Arabia. 

Doria — a  Doge  of  Genoa — a  great  admiral. 

Ban — a  Hungarian  and  Transylvanian  title  of  nobility — a  governor 
181     Aghas — a  military  title. 

183     "  Kubleh's  holy  arc  " — a  Holy  Shrine  of  Arabia. 
185     Aikenway — a  castle  overhanging  the    River  Spey  in   Morayshire  be- 
longing to  the  Leslies. 

Benagen — a  mountain  in  Speyside. 
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1 86     Convals — mountains  in  Speyside. 

Ben-Rinnis — mountain  in  Speyside. 

Orkil — a  stream  falling  into  the  Spey  near  Aikenway. 

Fiddoch — a  stream  falling  into  the  Spey. 
189     Gul-i-soork — a  flower  of  Persia. 
191     Yemen — a  province  of  Arabia. 
199     Byzantium — Constantinople. 
212     Galiongees — Turkish  sailors. 
222     Entara — Turkish  chemise. 
224     "  Palode's  distant  cape  " — a  cape  in  the  ^Egean  where  the  voice  of 

the  Gods  was  heard. 
227     Ghoul — eater  of  the  dead. 

Monkir — a  demon  searcher  of  the  grave. 
230     Ziraleet — song. 

"  Bird  of  Thrace  " — same  as  the  bird  of  the  Bosphorus. 
234     Chimariote — Albanian  soldier. 
237     Frangistan — Christendom. 
242     Calpac — round  which  the  turban  is  rolled. 

244  Osmanlie — Turk. 
Azrael — angel  of  death. 

245  Syud — descendant  of  Mahomet. 

Palampore — embroidered  shawls  worn  by  Turks  of  high  rank. 

Suliote — Albanian  soldier. 

Angora — great  battle  in  which  Bajazet,  Sultan  of  Turkey,  was  defeated 

by  Tamerlane,  the  Tartar. 
Kerna — war  trumpet  used  by  Tamerlane. 

246  "  Lech's  bloody  plain  " — great  battle  where  Germans  finally  defeated 

the  Magyars. 
Lehel — Magyar  general. 
Conrade — Traitor  to  Magyars. 
Kudai — God  of  Magyars. 

249  Korsee — Persian  script. 
Islam — Mohammedan. 

250  Suli — fortress  of  Albanian. 
Ollahs — Turkish  war  cries. 

253     Al  Cawthor — fountain  in  Paradise. 

Al  Sirat's  bridge — narrow  bridge  which  Mohammedans    believe    all 
souls  must  cross  before  entering  Paradise. 

Palikar — Greek  soldier. 
256    Al  Tasnim — river  of  Paradise. 
258     Beiram — Mohammedan  festival. 

"  Jahim's  awful  firmament  " — Hell  (seventh  Hell). 

263  Harem — women's  quarters  in  Turkish  house. 

264  Caaba — block  of  stone  of  Mecca,  sacred  to  Mohammedans. 
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265     Zem-Zem's  blissfull  well— sacred  well  at  Mecca. 
Sophia's  minaret — great  Mosque  of  Stamboul. 
Koran — Mohammedan  bible. 

269  Ramazan — Mohammedan  fast. 

270  Nakir — demon,  searcher  of  the  grave. 

271  Caimacam — Turkish  title. 
273     Canopus — star. 

276  Zora — Zora,  wife  of  Omar  and  mother  of  Leyli. 

277  "  Egypt's  lovely  star  " — Canopus. 

283     Divan— a  levee  held  by  a  Turkish  Pasha  once  daily  about  noon. 
290     "  High  Olympus  " — a  celebrated  mountain  of  Ionia. 

294  Kan — Persian  chief. 
Ataghan — large  dagger. 

295  Bismillah  ! — In  the  name  of  God ! 

296  Caique — fishing  boat. 
Kiosk — summer  house. 
Almeh — dancer. 

301     Taheer — spirit  warner  of  death. 

306    "  Sajin's  Cavern  of  dismay  " — Mohammedan  Purgatory. 
309    Caloyer  ! — Turkish  name  for  a  Greek  monk. 
Sheik — Arab  chief. 

315  "  Like  her  who  in  the  Syrian  vale, 

"  Forgetful,  turned  a  curious  eye  " — Lot's  wife. 
Imaret — summer  house  with  fountain. 
Brusa — a  city,  capital  of  Asiatic  Turkey. 

316  Magi — Persian  priests. 
Ghazel — song. 

Kanoon — musical  instrument. 

317  Chilminar — deserted  City  of  the  Desert. 
Kathay — China. 

319    Yasmack — Turkish  veil. 

Dian — the  moon. 
323    Mufti — Turkish  monk. 
326    Balbeck — celebrated  ancient  Temple. 

329  Demon  Bird — elemental  which  appears  as  a  bird. 

330  Ginnistan — subterranean  region  inhabited  by  gins. 
"  Dread  Afrite  " — elemental  demon. 

332  Eunuch — guard  of  harem. 

348  Wul-wullehs — Turkish  chaunts  for  the  dead. 

349  Capote — a  thick  cloak  of  white  worn  by  Candiotes  and  other  Greeks. 
360  Amaun — cry  for  mercy — quarter 

Hamako — Turkish  name  for  a  hermit. 
364    Iskender — Alexander  the  Great. 

Marathon — battle  which  saved  Athens  from  the  Persians. 
372    Dervish — Turkish  monk. 
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